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And if you're still with me.... If you enjoyed a story, please let the author's know. I can guarantee they will appreciate it.
Now, go read! :)
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 He's not just a toy, he's an adventure.    
 






Blair's classic car leads him straight to a classic
of a different kind, a mechanic with hands just
itching to fine tune more than his car.








Who would have thought that rainy-day computer problems could make wishes
come true?
   
 






Loose lips can sink relationships, but getting drunk
turns out to be one of the best moves Jim could make
















 Blair meets a mysterious new man and finds what he has always been looking for.    
Don't forget to thank the artists!
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 Stars Get In My Eyes
Stars Get In My Eyes
By Silk
Blair looked both ways before crossing the street to enter the theater. It wasn't in a particularly nice neighborhood. But that was a small
price to pay for his secret vice.
As a graduate student in anthropology, his free time was severely limited. When he wasn't researching his dissertation, which had taken on a
life of its own of late, he was teaching classes or grading papers or doing any one of a myriad of things. None of which led to very much
money.
While he was hardly poverty-stricken, he was definitely *not* living in the lap of luxury. But that didn't matter. He was happy enough. He
had clothes, of a sort, and he had food on the table more than occasionally. But he would gladly give up eating to support his addiction.
Oh, he didn't do drugs. He drank, but nothing fancy. Beer was fine. But he was partial to things like green tea or algae shakes. However,
none of those things explained his secret craving.
On the outside, perfectly normal, albeit in a hippy-dippy kind of way. On the inside, a shaking, quaking marshmallow in the hands of the
right man.
All his spare change, all his spare time was devoted to one thing and one thing only: Gay porno movies. But his passion had a name. Jim.
***
Jim Ellison was one of the best in the business. He could fuck or be fucked with the best of them, and he had been, according to him. Blair
had a copy of his latest magazine interview. He was *that* hot. Porno stars were hardly Hollywood material, but Jim's *assets* transcended
the films he made. He was in demand at all the trendy parties. As a guest, as an escort…and sometimes as a part of the in-house
entertainment.
Blair fantasized about going to one of those parties someday. To meet Jim in person would be the realization of a dream.
Blair stared at the poster outside the theater. Jim Ellison, life-size, looking good enough to eat. He could have any guy he wanted. Blair
frowned and rubbed his eyes. Jim would never look twice at someone like him.
Mentally cataloguing what he considered his own meager physical attributes, he sighed. Long, curly dark brown hair. Smoky blue eyes. A
solid but unprepossessing body.
"I have a nice smile," he murmured to himself. Catching another patron eyeing him with fat intent, he quickly reappraised his body.
Obviously, he had *something* other men reacted favorably to. But the type of man he attracted was never someone he would risk life and
career for.
*That* was what he was looking for. In all the wrong places. So contrary to his open, giving nature, he hid his sexuality behind a series of
ill-fated dates with *women*. Dates that were automatically doomed to failure.
It wasn't fair to them. Hell, it wasn't fair to *him*. He promised himself that he would stop. And he would. More easily than he cared to
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admit.
But he couldn't resist feeding his hunger for Jim Ellison. That was the one thing he refused to give up. How could he? He had no life to speak
of. All his energy went into his career. Once that might have been enough. But ambition was a lonely thing to share a bed with.
***
Blair ignored the interested look that the ticket-seller gave him from beneath heavily mascara'd lashes.
"Are you here by yourself again, sweetie?" the ticket-seller asked.
He glared at her and turned away, missing the appreciative glance she gave his buttocks. So firm, she thought, stroking a diabolically long
fingernail over her left nipple. Too bad he was gay.
Blair approached the candy counter, hoping to get through the encounter without being noticed. "Large buttered popcorn, please," he said,
just loud enough to be heard.
The boy behind the counter looked barely old enough to shave, much less be working in an X-rated theater. His eyes flickered greedily over
Blair's supposedly unremarkable physique. "I go on break in a few minutes," he whispered. "Want an appetizer before the show?"
"Huh?" Blair asked dumbly, backing away.
"I'd go down on my knees for *you* in a heartbeat," the boy continued.
"Um, um, no, thanks. That's okay. Keep the change," Blair said, throwing three dollars on the counter. He snatched up his popcorn with his
other hand and almost ran to the door that led to the main auditorium.
The darkness was welcome. It felt cool and anonymous against his fevered skin. He wasn't even sure why he bought the popcorn. This
wasn't a date. There was no one to impress here but his hand. And his hand was already well-acquainted with his dick.
He sank down into his seat, reluctantly placing the popcorn in his lap. His hand was entirely *too* well-acquainted with his dick, if you
asked him, and you know what they say about familiarity breeding contempt….
Just like everyone else, he waited for the God-awful soundtrack to start, the better to cover the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh.
Almost breathless with desire from the moment that Jim's name appeared on the screen, Blair sank even lower in his seat, dislodging the
popcorn. It was all over the floor before he could grab it. But he didn't care. His hand was unzipping his jeans and that was all that mattered
right now.
By the time the plot of the movie began to unfurl, Blair had two fingers inside his jeans, gently playing with himself, massaging the bead of
lubrication from the tip down the length of his dick. He was afraid to take it out. Even in the darkness of the movie theater. What if someone
saw him? What if he was arrested for indecent exposure?
When Jim Ellison strode onto the screen, ten times bigger than life, however, all of Blair's "What if's" ceased to exist. He never lasted
beyond the first fuck scene. He'd tried. But when Jim Ellison groaned and came, so did Blair. It was the closest he would ever get to fucking
him. Thank God he had a vivid imagination. Thank God his imagination got quite a bit of help from his hand.
After he came, Blair found a handkerchief in his pocket and wiped himself off. His breathing was still harsh and erratic. Sometimes he
thought he would never calm down, that he would just drift along in this endless state of arousal for the entire length of the movie. But
eventually he regained control.
That's when he noticed it. Jim was looking at him.
Heh, he chuckled to himself, that's either good acting or special effects. Jim looking at me? That'd be pretty fucking surrealistic, wouldn't it?
***
On his next visit to the theater, Blair went through his usual routine. But after he came, he studied Jim's face, expecting to see the same level
of rapt interest as before. After all, it was a movie, right? It couldn't change showing to showing. This wasn't live theater.
Jim was scowling at him. Fuck, that was one scary ass special effect. How did that happen? It was the same movie.
***
The next time he went to the theater, Blair didn't wrap his fist around his dick right away. He could hardly believe it, but he was actually
watching the fucking movie. Not the fucking itself. But Jim's acting.
To his complete surprise, Jim's reactions *were* different from the previous showing. He was lying on his back, his long muscular legs
wrapped around some buff guy's shoulders while said buff guy pounded Jim's ass. And Jim looked bored. In fact, he looked straight at Blair
and yawned.
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Blair blinked and slunk down into his seat. Maybe he was a little *too* addicted. Maybe he was becoming delusional.
Or maybe he was even…hallucinating.
That *was* what you called it when you heard voices coming from the TV, wasn't it? Well, this wasn't TV, but it was a movie and movies
didn't talk back to you.
***
"I'm bored," said Jim.
Never mind the fact that there was fucking going on. That was the problem. Too much fucking. Jeez, Jim imagined that he had probably
fucked every living thing in the universe by now. But he still wasn't happy.
After the first six movies, not to mention his first million dollars, Jim realized that every man's dream was a nightmare. Fucking 24/7 didn't
make you happy. It increased the chances of your dick falling off. But it didn't make you happy.
"Aren't *you* bored, Chief?"
At Blair's confused and somewhat panic-stricken look, Jim smiled. "I've been watching you. Watching me."
"Oh, no, this is too weird. Even for me, man," Blair muttered, desperately afraid that someone would hear him. Then he'd be off to visit the
nice young men in the clean white coats cause they'd be coming to take him away, ha-ha.
"Don't worry, Chief, no one else can hear you. Or me."
"H-how is that p-possible?"
"Magic?" Jim grinned. He had a very nice smile. How come Blair had never noticed that?
"You were too busy whacking off." The fact that Jim answered Blair's unspoken thought never impacted Blair's brain.
"You could *see* that?" Blair felt simultaneously ashamed and aroused.
"I like to watch." All at once Jim left the screen.
Blair was bereft. Okay, it was a hallucination, but it was *his* hallucination, dammit, and a mighty fine one at that. The least it could do
was-
"Gratify your every impulse, Chief?" Blair gasped. The voice was much closer than the screen now. It was right next to him. If he turned his
head, he would see-
"You can call me Jim. But then you already do. I hear you scream out my name when you come. "
Blair sat there, transfixed by the sight of a living, breathing Jim Ellison sitting next to him, seemingly unnoticed by anyone else. "I-I don't
scream. Someone would notice."
"You do in your head, Chief. Didn't you figure out yet that I can read your innermost thoughts?"
"No way, man."
Jim nodded earnestly. "Oh, yes, and you *do* have the most interesting thoughts."
"Me? Fuck no, I'm as boring as shit."
"Not to me, you're not."
"But you're, you're, *you*."
Jim sighed. "I'm so damn tired of fucking and being fucked, Chief. You have no idea what it feels like when no one sees the real you. It's like
being invisible."
"Yeah, I do," Blair whispered, hanging his head. He finally had a chance to meet his idol, and his idol was tired of fucking. Well, didn't that
beat all?
"What's your name?"
"If you're such a mind reader, why don't you tell me?"
"You don't call yourself by name, Chief. Help me out here."
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"Blair. Blair Sandburg."
"How old are you, Blair?"
"Almost thirty."
"I'm almost forty. What's a nice looking guy like you doing in a movie theater every other day jerking off?"
"I could ask you the same thing," Blair snapped defensively. Then he realized what a ridiculous thing that was to say.
"There's nobody special?"
Blair shook his head and whispered, "No."
"Me neither."
"You? But you could have your pick of any guy you wanted, man."
"For fucking, sure. But all that fucking's left me feeling empty, Blair. There has to be something else."
"Like what?"
"Oh, I don't know. True love?"
Blair's heart felt like it would beat out of his chest. "True love? You believe in true love?"
"Haven't found it yet, but yeah, I definitely feel it's out there."
"Oh."
At Blair's disappointed look, Jim leaned forward and cupped his chin. "Hey, that should make you feel better. It gives me hope. Doesn't it
give *you* hope?"
"No, man, why should it? You're not talking about *me*. This search for true love has nothing to do with me." The bitterness in Blair's voice
leaked out of him slowly, deliberately.
"It could," Jim whispered before he kissed him.
***
Blair woke up with a start. He was in his seat. The lights were on, but whatever audience there had been was long gone. His jeans were
spattered with butter and errant kernels of popcorn. The rest was on the floor. Before he could say, "What the fuck?", he realized that his
right hand was clenched in a fist.
He opened his fist very, very tentatively to reveal a crumpled business card. On closer examination, it had the name of a theatrical producer
on one side, a handwritten phone number on the other.
"555-5212. Call me already. J."
"Oh, my God."
***
That was the trouble with achieving your heart's desire. It had repercussions for the rest of your life. It led to all kinds of complications. Like
wanting things that you knew you couldn't have. A real home. A relationship. Even, dare he think the words, a commitment.
Jim Ellison was *interested* in him. It didn't matter how it came about. It was real. As fucking real as the card in his hand.
But what if he followed his instincts and called Jim? What if they could be *something special* together? What if it all fell apart, as his
attempts at building a relationship inevitably did? Where would that leave him then? Heartbroken, that's where. He didn't have to think
about it very long to know that much.
Jim was way different from anyone else he'd ever met. But Blair couldn't begin to guess just *how* different.
***
852 Prospect. Take the elevator. Get off on the third floor and turn right. It's the loft at the end of the hallway.
Blair followed Jim's directions and stood nervously outside #307. He was afraid to knock on the door. In another few minutes, his whole life
could change. For better or for worse. Shit, that sounded like a wedding vow. Talk about performance anxiety.
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Suddenly the door opened.
Jim stood there, his large frame blocking what view Blair had of the loft beyond the doorway. "Come in, Chief."
"How-how did you know I was here?"
Jim tapped a finger to his temple. "Must be psychic. Come in, please."
Blair slowly crossed the threshold, wincing when he thought that word because it too reminded him of weddings. Jim smiled at him. Damn,
he forgot that Jim had some way of getting into his head. Now he'd know. Blair started to hyperventilate.
Jim leaned over and captured Blair's mouth, inadvertently preventing the panic attack from escalating. "Mmm, you taste good."
Blair unconsciously licked his lips, never noticing the way Jim's glacier-blue eyes grew hot. "I thought you weren't looking for another fuck
partner, man."
"I'm not." Jim brushed by the younger man en route to the kitchen. His skin tingled where their bodies touched. Oh, yes, Blair *was* the
one. The one who completed him. The one who didn't know his own power yet.
Pouring a cup of coffee, Jim glanced over his shoulder at the now-thoughtful anthropologist. "You think kissing is akin to fucking?" Jim let
his own skepticism show on his face. Considering the way he normally hid away his feelings, he knew it was significant that he already
trusted Blair.
"Well, no," Blair admitted. "It's just that-"
"I don't seem the type?"
"Well, yeah, I guess so, man." Or maybe it's just your choice of partners that's suspect, Blair thought.
Jim shook his head. "You don't know me well enough to say that."
"Sorry. I never meant to be judgmental. I'm-I'm not usually like that."
"Would you like some coffee?" Jim offered.
Blair nodded.
Before long the coffee was on the low table in front of the couch where the two men sat in companionable silence. Eventually Blair laughed
softly, breaking that silence.
"What?" Jim queried.
Blair surreptitiously glanced at the older man. "I was just thinking that I've never been this quiet for this long."
Jim smiled. "Maybe you try to fill up the silences because you're afraid of someone else seeing too deep inside of you."
"You're scaring me, man," Blair confessed.
"Why?"
"Cause you're *so* different from what I expected and I don't know if I can handle that."
Blair felt impossibly young and all too shaky to take that first step, but once again Jim came to his rescue. With the gentlest of sighs, Jim
stroked Blair's cheek with the back of his hand. "*You're* so different from all the others and you can't even see how important you're going
to be," Jim whispered.
"Me? Not me, man. I'm nobody."
"Ssh." Jim kissed him as tenderly as could be. He could sense Blair's arousal. His heart rate was elevated. His hands and lips were cool to the
touch, but warming rapidly where Jim's skin came in contact with Blair's. And then there were the pheromones.
"Please."
"What do you want, Blair?"
"You. I want you."
"What do you want from me?"
"Whatever you can give me. I need you."
Many Faces of Jim - Intro
7
"I need you, too." Jim punctuated the last word with a fervent kiss.
"Then you'll fuck me?" Blair's voice and face were so hopeful, Jim hated to disillusion him. But he had to know the way things were.
"No, Blair. I'd do anything for you right now. Anything but that."
"Why? You do it with everyone else! Why not me? Why not? I'm not good enough? I could be. If you'd only let me." Blair couldn't believe
he was begging this virtual stranger to fuck him. And yet Jim was not a stranger to him. Or to his feelings.
"It's got nothing to do with that."
"Then why? Why, Jim?" The tragedy and near-tears in Blair's voice cut Jim to the quick. But he refused to compromise.
"I can't fuck you, Blair. I made a promise. The next time I take someone, it has to be more than fucking. It has to be *making love*."
Possessing a mind sharp enough to discern the difference between the two, Blair privately agreed. But *he* wanted to be the one that Jim
made an exception.
It wasn't like Blair to give up so easily. Persistence and tenacity were his bywords. But he was so convinced that Jim would never see him as
anything but an obsessed fan that he could not continue.
Choking back a sound, Blair abruptly stood up. "I'd better go."
"I thought you were staying for dinner."
"This isn't a fucking date, Jim. You know why I came here."
"I thought we wanted the same things, Chief."
"I don't think so."
"Are you sure?"
"Goodbye, Jim." Blair started to move away, but his feelings got the better of him. With a cry and a leap that would do a panther proud,
Blair surrounded Jim, his solid frame fitting perfectly into the space between Jim's legs.
"I fit, dammit. I hope you have a hard time forgetting me," Blair whispered angrily. He framed Jim's face with his strong, well-shaped hands
and kissed him, his tongue nudging Jim's lips apart.
Jim grabbed him by the arms and pushed him away. His nostrils flaring as he panted, Jim demanded, "If you're so determined to fuck and
nothing else, why do you care if I forget you?"
Blair's eyes opened impossibly wide before closing on a wave of realization. "Oh, God, I think I'm in love with you."
Jim wrapped his arms around Blair, vowing that he would never let him go. Pressing his mouth to Blair's forehead, he kissed him again and




"Did you think I would let you go there on your own, all by yourself? I just had to be sure. Do you understand?"
"You won't forget me?"
"I won't fucking let you go."
Blair pushed his head into Jim's impossibly hard chest. He was determined not to cry. Even if it was the best thing that ever happened to
him.
***
Jim seemed to revel in kissing Blair. It was as if he were tasting him. Savoring him like a favorite dessert.
"You don't know-", Jim murmured against his ear.
"What, Jim? What don't I know?"
Jim drew back from where he had been pressing Blair most ardently against the couch. His eyes looked dazed. "It's like I haven't been able
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to feel *anything* for such a long time…and now I can."
Blair smiled. "Are you trying to say I turn you on?"
"In every possible way, Chief."
Blair threw back his head and laughed. God, he felt free of the past. Hell, he felt curiously free of the present, too. And he wasn't even about
to worry about the future.
"Are you laughing at me?" Jim sounded hurt and Blair hastened to reassure him.
"No, no, Jim. I just feel good. Like Doris Day."
Jim blinked. "Run that by me again?"
"You know. Que sera, sera." At Jim's blank look, Blair continued, "What will be, will be?"
Jim broke into a smile that transformed his entire face. "You were thinking about being with me…in the future?"
"Yeah."
Jim swooped down on him like a giant bird of prey, his lips seizing their prize, the tender skin between Blair's neck and shoulder. Blair
giggled. "Jim, that tickles, man."
"I know something that'll tickle a whole lot more."
"I never pictured you being such a tease, man. You have such a pure intensity about you. I just never thought of you being so playful."
"I don't think I've ever been this relaxed before, Chief. Must be you."
As Jim proceeded to suck on the side of his neck, apparently in an effort to mark Blair as his, Blair gasped as a wave of desire flooded his
entire being, culminating in the tip of his dick, which was suddenly interested in the conversation.
"Um, Jim? That feels…fucking fantastic, man, but if you don't feed me soon, I'm going to pass out."
"You'd rather eat?" Jim asked, managing to keep his amusement off his face for a few brief seconds before exploding into serious laughter.
"It's just-I don't-I mean-oh, shit."
Jim pulled the younger man even closer and buried his face in the silky dark brown curls. "It's okay, Blair. I know you don't have my
control. If I'm making you uncomfortable, I can help. I want us to be *so* good together."
"Jesus, Jim, if you help me any more, I'm going to come in my pants like a kid," Blair whispered against Jim's neck, unable to resist nuzzling
him with his lips.
Jim felt at peace in a way that he hadn't in a long time. His senses had quieted, almost as if they too responded to Blair. "Okay."
***
Dinner was a surprise. While Jim was clearly not a housewife, he was a homebody of sorts, dabbling in cooking that was neither spicy nor
bland, but a curious mixture in between.
"How did you get interested in this, Jim?"
"Had to, Chief. Self-preservation."
"Huh?"
"You must have noticed by now, Chief. There's something special about me."
"I'll say."
"No, there really is."
"I know." Blair all but bounced on the balls of his feet. As far as he was concerned, he was bonded to Jim for life. Just let him try to get rid
of him. Nothing could come between them. Nothing.
On the other hand….
"Chief…Blair…I have enhanced senses."
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Blair nearly fell over. Whatever he'd been expecting Jim to say, that wasn't it. "You do?"
"Yeah. What you took for me being psychic is just long-distance vision and hearing."
"Are your other senses this well-developed, Jim?"
"You mean taste, smell, touch, like that?" At Blair's nod, Jim said, "Yes. It's a curse."
"No, it's not, Jim. It's a blessing. You are incredible. Here I was thinking you were the living embodiment of sex on a stick when the reality is
even better!"
To Blair's dismay, Jim's expression closed down, his eyes growing frosty. "What reality is that?"
Jim's face said it all. He thought he had found a soulmate. But it was beginning to look like Blair was interested in something else.
"My dissertation, man! You're the living embodiment of my thesis! A real live Sentinel!"
"A what?"
"A Sentinel. A guardian, a watchman, if you will. Every tribe had one. To keep track of the movement of game, the weather, and anything
else that might impact the tribe."
Blair reached for his backpack and moments later, he was pushing a thick book under Jim's nose. "See? Sir Richard Burton, the explorer, not
the actor, had this theory and-"
"Whoa, whoa, whoa, sunshine. I have had just about enough of this."
"But Jim! There's more!"
"I don't give a shit! I thought being taken for a sex object everywhere I go was bad, but you take the cake, Sandburg! You want me to trade
what I've got for an entirely different kind of notoriety, that's all. So everybody can come point at the missing link you found. Just come look
for me at the fucking Zoo. Thanks, but no thanks, kid! "
"But Jim, you don't understand!"
"No, Blair, you don't. I'm in love with you. I'd do just about *anything* to be with you. But I'll be damned before I become anyone's pet lab
rat!"
"Then you'll never know who you really are, man. Or what you can do."
Jim's pale blue eyes gleamed suspiciously. "Then I guess we know where that leaves us," he said hoarsely.
"I guess we do."
***
It was the most miserable two weeks of Jim's life. Not a day went by that he didn't think of Blair. He was sad, but he was angry, too. At
himself.
How could he have handled things so badly? Was he right? Yes. But at what cost?
He lay on the couch, staring up at the ceiling, counting tile after tile. Finally he picked up a cushion and threw it at the ceiling, but of course,
it fell far short of its target. When it landed, rather predictably, on the floor next to him, Jim thrust his arm over his face and closed his eyes.
He didn't feel like sleeping. He didn't feel like doing anything. It was as if when Blair left, he took all the colors of the world with him,
leaving Jim to suffer in black and white.
"Oh, God, Blair, I'm sorry."
Call him.
"Huh?"
Jim sat bolt upright and looked in all directions. There was no one there. So whose voice was that?
Who do you think? Elvis? Brrrrringgggg. Wrong. Elvis *has* left the building. But you can call me Cupid.
"I must be dreaming."
No, if you were dreaming, I'd be Blair, wouldn't I? Instead of getting stuck doing this second-rate impression of you.
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"You're me?"
Yeah, boggles the mind, doesn't it? That you, of all people, might have good advice to give *you*?
"Get to the point."
Tsk, tsk, testy, aren't we? Call him. That should be simple enough even for you to understand.
"Are you saying I'm stupid?"
Stupid, no. Less than enlightened, yes.
"What does that mean?"
It means it's nice to be right, but that's small comfort if you're sleeping alone, isn't it?
"I could snap my fingers and Blair would be right back here, begging to be in my bed."
Riiight. That's why you're lying here talking to yourself instead of dialing the fucking phone.
"Oh, go away."
Sorry, but you can't run away from yourself, Jimbo. Repress all you want. You're good at that. But it won't get Blair back.
"Are you telling *me* to beg *him*?"
Whatever it takes. He's the best thing that ever happened to you.
"I hate you."
Feeling's mutual, babe. C-A-L-L H-I-M.
"Maybe later."
Christ, you're a stubborn son-of-a-bitch.
"This is a waste of time."
Jim brushed at his eyes, surprised to find that they were wet. It was going to be another long night.
***
Blair picked up the phone in what looked like a storage closet but claimed to be his office. He listened to the dial tone for a few seconds
before carefully replacing the receiver.
"Yep. Still working. That's good to know. Never know when you might get an emergency phone call."




Blair stared down at the blotter on his desk. It was cluttered by paper clips and parts of papers that were still ungraded and bits of broken
pencils. Pencils that Blair had broken, one after the other, when he had been trying to decide what to do.
Two weeks was a long time for a person to be miserable. For Blair, who was relatively used to being in good spirits, it was an eternity.
"Um…" Jim cleared his throat. "How are you?"
"Okay. You?"
"Okay."
Jim's alter ego returned with a vengeance. Liar, liar. *This* is okay? You *live* on the fucking couch. How is that *okay*?
"No, I-I'm *not* okay, Chief. Truth is, I'm-I'm fucking pathetic. I can't eat. I can't sleep. And, uh, I-I miss you."
"You miss me?" Blair's heart jumped hopefully. *He* was the one who screwed up. Not Jim. But Jim was blaming himself. Jim wanted him
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back. Jim…deserved groveling to end all groveling. On your knees, Sandburg.
They both tried to talk at once, but Blair persisted, struggling to get out the words he needed to say. "Jim, I never saw you as a science
project, man. I mean, yeah, finding out what you were was like, bam, Holy Grail time. But the moment I met you, I knew that you were
going to mean something pretty fucking special to me." Blair's voice broke as his throat clogged with unexpressed emotion. All that love that
had no place to go. "But nothing, not even my fucking diss, is worth making you feel like shit, man."
"Oh, Blair."
"I need you to forgive me, Jim."
"I do. Do you?"
"Do I what?" Blair held onto the phone with shaky hands, feeling as if his entire future depended on the answers to the questions that
followed.
"Do you forgive me?"
"Yeah." Blair sniffled.
"Can we start over?"
Blair tried to smile, but the effort was too much. He covered his face with one hand, his lower lip trembling visibly.
"Yeah," he whispered.
"Can you come over for dinner, Chief?"
Blair made a strangled noise somewhere between tears and laughter. "Sure, but it's almost midnight, man."
"Oh. I knew that."
"Sure you did, Jim."
"Can you come over anyway? And…sleep with me?" Jim whispered.
"I don't know if we should, Jim. Maybe we should just talk."
"Fuck talking. Look where it got us last time. I can't sleep, Chief. Can you come over and do some witch doctor mumbo jumbo voodoo crap
on me so I can sleep?"
"Are you asking for my help, Jim?"
"Yeah, Chief. I am. I need you, okay?"
"Okay."
"Then you'll come?"
"Jeez, when did you get so fucking insecure, Ellison?"
"When you left me." The words left his mouth and he wanted to call them back. But he couldn't. And suddenly he was glad.
"Oh, Jim."
"Yeah."





Blair hung up the phone and rubbed his eyes. Just a little eyestrain. That's all.
Jim held onto the phone for the longest time before hanging it up. "I love you, too, Chief," he whispered, hoping his alter ego approved.
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Blair had the strangest sensation of déjà vu when he stood outside Jim's loft again. His hand poised to knock, he was no longer shocked to
see Jim answer the door before he could knock.
"Hi," he breathed.
"Hi," said Jim. Relieved beyond words merely by Blair's presence, Jim beckoned him inside.
Once Blair was safely within the confines of the loft, Jim said, "I hope you can stay."
"Sorta depends, man."
"On what?"
"On what you have in mind."
Jim's face mirrored his internal conflict. Maybe he had to give a little to get a little. "Maybe I'll be able to sleep, just knowing that you're
here."
He pointed in the direction of a set of French doors. "There's a bed in there where you can sleep, Chief. You must be tired. We can start in
the morning, if that's better for you."
Blair smiled mischievously. "Hey, man, what'd you do with the real Jim? You're way too agreeable to be the real thing."
Jim dropped his gaze. "I meant what I said about not pushing, Chief. I want you to be comfortable-"
"Jim?"
Jim looked up to see a warm light kindling Blair's smoky blue eyes. "Yeah?"
"I missed you, man. Come here." Blair held out his arms and just like that, Jim walked into his embrace.
After a moment, it was hard to tell who was hugging who. Their arms wrapped around each other, they traded fervent kisses that denied
nothing and promised everything.
His lips moist and swollen, Blair ran a finger across them in amazement. Now he felt well and truly kissed. Now he felt well and truly loved.
His mouth curving into a tentative smile, he shrugged out of his shirts, which were layered lovingly around his upper body to keep him
warm.
Unable to do anything but watch, Jim asked, "What are you doing?"
"Giving myself to you."
Jim closed his eyes. He really should thank his alter ego. But then again, he thought he should thank Blair. For getting stars in his eyes.
Bare-chested, Blair knelt on the carpet directly in front of Jim. After placing his hands initially on Jim's thighs, he ran them up and under the
edge of Jim's black silk boxers.
"Do these come off?" Blair asked with a lilt in his voice.
"Not fast enough, Chief."
With a shimmy of his hips, Jim aided their descent down his legs, stepping out of them when they puddled around his feet. As many times as
he'd dreamed this, Blair thought it really should have been easier. But it wasn't.
All those times he'd been concentrating on his own pleasure. Now he wanted only to please Jim.
Blair ignored the preliminaries and swallowed Jim's cock to the root. Jim barely had time to brace himself before he was thrusting into Blair's
mouth. He reached out to steady himself, caught a glimpse of his cock disappearing into Blair's mouth, and grabbed onto Blair's shoulders.
"Blair!" he shouted exultantly as he came, pouring himself down the throat of his lover.
In the aftermath, Blair rocked gently back and forth, sucking every drop of come from Jim's cock, licking the tip playfully before releasing
him.
"Come up here," Jim commanded hoarsely.
Blair slowly stood, his half-naked body quivering dangerously close to the edge of certain pleasure. Jim kissed him, his strong arms winding
around his neck to cross behind his head. Breaking away only to lean his forehead on the younger man's, Jim whispered, "I love you. With
all my heart. Will you stay?"
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Blair ran his fingers up and down Jim's bare upper arms. "Are you asking about tonight, Jim? Or do you want more?"
Jim buried his face in Blair's dark brown curls and whispered, "Christ, is that what they teach you in graduate school? How to ask the hard
questions?"
"My specialty, Jim. Do you give good answers?"
"I hope so."
Jim stretched out a hand and led the way upstairs, unwilling to relinquish his hold on the younger man for more than a moment. When Jim
got into bed, he held out both arms to Blair, inviting him to join him.
When Blair settled finally, Jim wrapped his arms around his lover again. "Blair, are you listening?"
"Yeah," Blair replied sleepily.
"Don't fall asleep on me, Chief. This is important."
"Yeah," Blair repeated.
"I want you to stay with me for as long as you want to be here."
"Mmm. Izzat cause you can't sleep? Wouldn't it be easier to take a sleeping pill?"
"Chief…Blair…I'm serious."
"So'm I, man."
Jim lowered his head to the pillow, facing his lover. His enhanced vision allowed him to see the expression in Blair's eyes, even in the dark.




"Okay? Just like that, okay?"
"Jim, I had two miserable weeks to think about what I wanted. My priorities were all fucked up. The only thing that matters is us. You and
me. Nothing else."
It was a shame to fall asleep so quickly after getting his life in order, but there it was. Jim smiled in his sleep. They had the rest of their lives.
End
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Lieutenant Colonel Jim Ellison of the US Army Rangers, also known as Enqueri among the Chopec, paused in his morning recon of the
Chopec Pass. His American partner on the recon, Captain Rochester Cunningham, paused along with him. "Sir?"
"I hear something, Rock."
Cunningham said nothing, not really surprised by his commanding officer. During the five months that they had been in Chopec territory -
the second tour of duty for Ellison in this region - the older man had constantly been "hearing" or "seeing" things that had always saved their
butts more often than not. Certainly, what the Lt. Col. had heard or seen should have been too far out of range, but Rock had seen soldiers
develop sensitive ears or eyes or noses while out in the field in a potentially dangerous situation. And he had been briefed thoroughly before
heading out on this mission. The reports on then-Captain Ellison by Captain Mathis were that Ellison had shown signs of mental fatigue by
"hearing" and "seeing" things that just weren't there. At least, not at the moment. It would take a few minutes, but eventually, whatever
Ellison had seen or heard would make itself known. Now that they were back in the Peruvian jungle, Cunningham and the rest of the unit
sent in with the Lt. Col. had been treated to the return of such behavior, although Ellison had never displayed it while back in the states.
Ignoring for the moment the man by his side and the Chopec warrior who had gone with them on the scouting trip but remained hidden in
the undergrowth, Jim let his hearing range out on its own. While the fact that his senses were so powerful that he could so something like
this was scary, he had also realized the advantage of having them that sensitive. When his heightened senses resurfaced once he had arrived
and spent a few days in relative solitude in the jungle, it had brought back memories of his first tour of duty in the Chopec pass. He was once
again becoming comfortable with what his senses could do.
Now, he could easily detect sounds coming from nearly two miles away. A group setting up camp, talking, laughing, arguing, discussing.
Frowning slightly, he shook his head, willing his hearing to go back down again. Turning to look at the Ranger standing off to the side, he
said, "Some sort of group two miles west, making camp. We'll go check it out. Under no circumstances do we give away our presence."
"Sir, yes sir," Cunningham replied with a grin.
"You get that, Rapana?"
"Yes," a quiet voice replied overhead, and Jim looked up to see the young warrior perched in a tree limb, grinning down at him.
"Smart-ass. Let's go. Pass the message that we're investigating, Rapana."
Nodding, the Chopec used the thick stick he was holding to tap out a coded message on the huge tree trunk that echoed loudly. It would be
picked up by others further in the jungle and passed around, thus ensuring that the rest of the tribe's warriors and the other Rangers in Jim's
unit would know what was going on and be able to help should they need it. Once that was done, Rapana quickly dropped back into the
undergrowth alongside the semi-visible trail as the two American men quickly began jogging towards the camp Ellison had heard.
****
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Everyone in camp paused as they heard the rhythmic tapping echoing through the jungle.
"Ah. It appears that our presence has been noted and the tribes are being informed that we are here," said an older gentleman of perhaps 55
or so.
"Do you know the code they're using, Professor Dixon?" asked a young woman in the group.
Barnabas Dixon shook his head with a grin. "This is my first trip to the Chopec Pass, Lacy. I don't know how they operate. Yet. That's what
we're here for, after all, remember?"
"I hope they don't get pissed and throw us out of here. Or worse yet, go into hiding," said another young woman.
"How would that be worse, Ally?" a young man clearly in his thirties wanted to know.
"Well, think about it, Greg. Knowing that they're out there but being continually frustrated by never seeing them or hearing them speak? Or
discovering the results of the messages they pound out so we can decipher it? Way worse."
The others nodded and then one young man with long, curly brown hair grinned and said, "That's because you want to see what their sexual
practices are so much that you'd scream yourself into a heart attack if you got denied that chance."
The rest of the group laughed as Ally called out, "Better than nothing, Blair! And you can't tell me that 'Table-Leg' Sandburg isn't dying to
get to know it himself!"
Blair grinned and razzed her, then went back to pitching his tent and stowing his gear.
****
Ellison, Cunningham, and Rapana watched from their hidden positions in the dense foliage only a few meters from the camp. When the
teasing about finding out the Chopec's sexual practices began, the three men grinned quietly amongst themselves. After a while, they knew
they weren't going to discover too much more about the group that was camping on Chopec land, but also knew that they were not there for
harmful purposes. Best to simply leave them be and the Chopec - and Jim's unit - simply go on about their business, and the three men took
their leave.
A mile later, Rock looked over at his CO. "Do you suppose they'll be in any danger while they're here from human interference?"
Jim shrugged. "It's possible, but not especially so. We've nearly wiped out or arrested the drug-runners and the insurgence groups. The ones
remaining rarely come into the Chopec Pass; if they do enter this territory, we'll keep an eye on 'em, but we'll only interfere if they become a
direct threat to that study group or the tribe's welfare."
"Got it." The captain was silent for a long moment, then grinned and said, "Some of those kids were pretty cute, though, weren't they? I
wouldn't mind letting that Ally check out *my* sexual practices sometime!"
Jim snorted. "Never figured you for having an eye for the jail-bait type, Rock."
"I can't help it if I like 'em young-looking. But I only go after them if they're legal. How 'bout you, Jim? Which one would you make a play
for if we could?"
Ellison shook his head. "Not telling, Rock. It's counterproductive, anyway. Get your mind off those birds and back on the slugs we're
supposed to be ridding this place of."
"Hah! That means you've got your eye on one of 'em. That's okay, sir; I'll keep it to myself. Bet it was that brunette chick, though; you
always did like 'em dark and sleek-looking."
"Now, how would you know?" Jim asked with a grin.
"Scuttlebutt gets around, sir."
"Hmph. Alright, let's get back to the village. I want to spread the word and see if the others found anything."
"Yes, sir."
But as he, Rock, and Rapana hiked back toward the Chopec village, Jim reflected that the captain had been right about him taking a liking to
a brunette; but the brunette in question had broad shoulders, long, curly hair, and a lyrical, masculine voice that made a beautiful sound
when it laughed.
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Nearly a month later, Jim reflected to himself that he had, quite probably, lost his mind. Why else would he have taken to spending as much
spare time as he could camped out not far from the study group, waiting in vain to catch glimpses of a certain long-haired man? He'd been
doing this for two weeks, now; lured by thoughts of the young student - whose name was Blair - but not entirely certain what his fascination
with him was. Unquestionably, Jim knew he was attracted to Sandburg; the younger man was beautiful in a masculinely angelic way. Being
bisexual, Jim was comfortable with the lust he felt skirling through his veins whenever he saw the young anthropologist.
It was the almost tender pang he felt in his heart and soul whenever he saw Blair that was bothering Jim.
During his stakeouts over the last two weeks, his enhanced hearing had picked up a lot of clues and he had pieced them together and shared
his knowledge with the villagers and his unit. The study group was from a university called Rainier, from Cascade, WA. That had been a
surprise to the unit, as their home base - the well-known Fort Lewis - was close to Cascade. In fact, three of the men in the unit were from
that city: Jim, Lieutenant Benjamin Payne, and Lieutenant Joshua McCoy. The study group was being led by a tenured Professor by the
name of Barnabas Dixon, and while he demanded hard work from his team, he was fair, ethical, and even fun-loving enough to crack jokes
with the students. That had earned him a measure of respect from the soldiers, although he was unaware of it. The rest of the group - made
up of a mixture of anthropologists and botanists - were of three women and four men. Jim had learned that there was to have been a fourth
woman, but she had become ill at the last minute and a replacement hadn't been found for her in time. The three women were named Lacy
McGuire, Allison Orr, and Almeda Flynn. A brunette, blonde, and an obviously fake redhead as Jim doubted "vampire red" was a color
found in nature amongst humans. Lacy and Almeda were botanists, while Allison was an anthropologist. She was, in fact, the same Ally that
wanted to study Chopec sexual practices and was nearing her 25th birthday. When Rock had heard that, he had gone off swearing a blue
streak about how irritating it was to keep hidden from her when he'd let her study him all she wanted to.
The four young men in the group were Greg Thompson, Michael Bishop, Jordre Duncan, and Jim's personal favorite, Blair Sandburg.
Thompson and Duncan were the botanists among the males and the rest were anthropologists.
Jim often found himself echoing Rock's sentiment about how irritating the hiding was whenever he thought about letting Sandburg get hold
of *him*.
As it was, he had gotten lucky, sort of, in that Blair had wandered off on his own today. The young man was only 3/4 of a mile from the
Chopec village and Jim had warned the others to keep as quiet as they could so they wouldn't draw attention to themselves. After all, Jim
and his unit had to live and work with the Chopec while they were here for the duration of their mission. They couldn't afford to have any
contact between the study group and the Chopec. The soldiers understood how irritating it was for the students, but it couldn't be helped.
As he sat situated in the shadows of the dense foliage, ignoring the bugs that were crawling around him, Jim watched with a hungry gaze as
Blair moved amongst the giant trees, checking for signs of habitation and passage through that area. He was wearing a pair of old,
threadbare jeans, a T-shirt in only slightly better condition, and sturdy hiking boots. His back was to Jim, and when he spread his legs slightly
and bent over to study a flowering root, Jim was certain he had died and gone to heaven as the worn denim was stretched snugly across a
firm, muscular ass.
Unaware of it, he concentrated too hard on the vision before him and his awareness faded away.
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It wasn't until he heard the chatter of automatic weapons fire that he was brought out of his trance.
Glancing around wildly, Jim realized that Blair had long since left the area they had been in and he had once again gone through one of his
odd trances. Surging to his feet, he ran towards the sound of the gunfire, looking around for possible enemies. He met none on the way and
slid to a halt at the base of a huge tree that was on the perimeter of the camp. What he saw made his jaw tighten in anger and regret.
A group of five men who were part of the latest drug-harvesting group had raided the camp. Bodies lay twisted and sprawled in the dirt,
blood streaming from bullet wounds. Jim could hear only two heartbeats still thumping among the students. To his relief, one of them was
Sandburg. The other was Allison. Everyone else was already dead.
As he watched, the five men began checking the bodies and when they found Allison and Blair alive, Jim could see the intent behind the evil
leers on the terrorists' faces. Hearing his name hissed, he glanced quickly to the right and found Rock and the rest of his unit spread out
around the perimeter. That meant that the Chopec warriors were scattered among the foliage, hidden from sight but no less deadly. Anger
etching his features, he gave the signal to leave only two of the murderers alive for questioning.
His order was acknowledged and a moment later, gunfire once again shattered the air as Jim and Rock took out the two men who were
bending over the prone figures of Allison and Blair. The rest of his unit took down one more man and Chopec paralyzing darts that wouldn't
kill, merely incapacitate, knocked out the two remaining terrorists.
Swarming in quickly, Jim and his unit assessed the students' injuries and the killers' condition. Binding up their wounds, Blair and Allison
were handed off to Payne and McCoy. Two of the Chopec took command of the paralyzed terrorists. Then that group left for the safety of
the village.
Rock stood with Jim, looking down at the dead bodies of anthropologists and terrorists alike. "Damn. They just snuck right in, sir. There was
no warning."
"I know. I didn't hear them either until it was too late. Shit! We're going to have to wrap the bodies and bury them so animals won't get them,
along with their belongings. Those assholes" - he pointed at the killers' bodies - "can get dragged out into the woods and be left to rot. Who's
making the next trip into Lima to radio command?" Ordinarily, they would have brought radio equipment with them and relayed messages to
the base in Lima, but Jim had learned a hard lesson about trusting people. So, shifts were taken once a month in which one of them made the
four-day trek into Lima to send information and receive it, then trek back in.
"Reyes, sir."
"Alright. He's going to have to tell them what happened and have somebody give the coordinates to Rainier so they can come collect the
bodies. For now, let's get busy."
The remaining soldiers set about gathering up the American students and their professor. Long since used to death and killing, it still struck
them as a total waste and an unfair attack that needed avenging. The soldiers had found the members of the study group amusing and
entertaining; that their lives had been cut short, with the exception of two of them, was sorrowing and regretful.
Some of the Chopec warriors took the terrorists' bodies out into the forest and left them lying in a heap, spitting on them and making the
mark of the condemned against them before turning away and leaving them to whatever happened. No sympathy or remorse would be had
for these scum.
In the camp, six individual graves had been dug and now, the bodies - wrapped in the tarp from most of the material from their tents - were
carefully lowered into the ground. Their belongings - clothing, books, papers, and so on - were wrapped in the remaining canvas and lowered
in with them. Then the graves were filled in and rock cairns placed over them. Crude markers had been made and their names were placed
over their graves, to give them identity.
One of the more religious men in Jim's unit, a man by the name of Wynn Harper, took a deep breath and began the Lord's Prayer. When he
was done, he murmured, "I don't know if you were all Catholics, Christians, or what, but it's the best I can do. I wish you peace in the next
life."
"Amen," the others added, and then turned to make their way back to the Chopec village.
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Blair groaned sharply as he awoke, his right shoulder burning with pain. He started when hands gently touched him, then firmed their grip
when he tried to jerk away.
"Easy," a deep male voice murmured softly. "Take it easy, kid. You're okay. You're going to be okay."
Struggling to open his eyes, Blair ignored the pain as much as he could. When his eyes were open, he found himself looking up at an
American man who wore Army fatigues or at least part of them. He blinked in confusion and opened his mouth, but nothing came out
except a dry rasp.
"Hold still. You need some water." The man's face disappeared from view and a moment later it was back and the soldier was holding a
canteen. "Here. Slowly and carefully, sip."
Blair felt hands slip behind his neck and gently lift him to help him sip. He did so, coughed, then sipped again before turning his face away in
a quiet refusal of more. His head was carefully lowered and he looked up at the soldier again. "Who are you?" he whispered raggedly.
After setting the canteen down, the man settled back by his side and looked down at him. "My name is Jim Ellison. I'm a Lieutenant Colonel
in the Airborne Rangers of the United States Army. Me and my unit are down here to help the Chopec clear up the last of the terrorists and
drug-harvesters, and to prevent others from coming down. Unfortunately, the men who raided your camp slipped past our notice. I'm sorry,
Mr. Sandburg, but only you and Ms. Orr are alive."
Blair's eyes widened and then filled with tears. "Oh, no. Oh, my God. Lacy, Almeda ... Mike, Jordre, Greg, and the Professor? All dead?"
"Yes. If it's any consolation to you, they probably never knew what hit them and felt no pain. They died instantly. You and Ms. Orr were the
only survivors. The raiders were preparing to ... violate you both, when my unit and the Chopec arrived to stop them. We took two of them
prisoner for questioning; the rest we killed."
"Oh, God," Blair groaned. He tried to turn away, roll onto his side, but let out a hissing moan when pain spiked through his shoulder.
"Stop. Don't move," Jim said quietly. He reached out and repositioned Blair on his back. "You took a hit in the shoulder. It's a little infected,
but I took the bullet out and rubbed it down with alcohol, but in this warm, damp environment, it's difficult to avoid any infection. Ms. Orr is
in much the same shape as you are, only she took the hit in her leg. One of the Chopec women is sitting with her now. Part of their system is
that men and women are kept separate while healing or sick."
"How do you know so much about them? We're here to study them, but we haven't seen-" Blair began, then stopped with a pained grimace.
"I mean, we *were* here to study them...."
"I already told you. My unit and I are here under orders to help the Chopec defend this pass from insurgence operatives and drug-harvesters.
And this is my second trip down here to perform this duty," Jim replied.
Sandburg swallowed, then blinked as a thought occurred to him. "Wait a minute ... Jim Ellison? *James* Ellison? 'Beyond the Call'? Back in
'90, you were Captain Ellison, weren't you? The one who was rescued after being stranded here for 18 months? I remember reading about it
in the news. You were the one who survived that crash and then blew the whistle on a corrupt Colonel named..."
"Oliver. His name was Oliver. Yeah, kid, that was me. It was proven that I had nothing to do with the crash and that I did my duty above
and beyond. I was offered the chance to 'retire', but decided to stay on. What can I say? I've always wanted to be a soldier. So, I was
promoted to Major and worked my way up the ranks. When the terrorists and drug-harvesters began encroaching on this area again, another
team and me came in to help out." Jim couldn't believe he was rambling on like this. And to a complete stranger - a *civilian* stranger - no
less!
Blair nodded slowly. His shoulder ached and the pain in his head was excruciating, but he didn't want to go back to sleep just yet. This
soldier - this *man* - was fascinating. Swallowing again, grimacing against the painful dry clacking of his throat, he started to speak again
but instead found the canteen being brought to his mouth.
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"Here. Drink a little bit more," Jim urged, lifting the student's head again.
Blair sipped at the water and then pushed the canteen away weakly. "Thanks. That helped. Um, what's been done about the ... the bodies?"
Tears filled his eyes again at referring to his friends and the professor as 'bodies', but he blinked the liquid away. Now was not the time to fall
apart; especially not in front of this splendid specimen of manhood.
"We wrapped them and their belongings up in the material from their tents and then buried them deep, piling rock cairns on top of them,
with grave markers identifying them. One of my men, 2nd Lieutenant Alexander Reyes, left two days ago for Lima and the Army base
there. He'll inform our superiors of what happened and have them notify Rainier for a retrieval operation. Which makes what those drug
terrorists did just that much more stupid. By killing innocent university students and a professor, they've brought down a whole bunch of
attention and firepower on their operation. If they'd been smarter, they would've ignored you guys."
Glancing down, Jim saw the indignant and hurt expression on Blair's face, and quietly cursed himself. "Chief, I'm sorry. I didn't realize how
that sounded. What I meant was-"
"I know what you meant, Mr. Ellison. You were thinking like an Army officer, not a civilian. We're casualties, statistics. We're not humans,
not to you," Blair said coldly, his blue eyes glittering up at the man seated next to him.
"Now listen, Sandburg. What happened to your study group was regrettable - infinitely so - but you're right; I'm here as a soldier, not a
tourist. This is my job; to make war or performing operations that will prevent war from breaking out. I'm sorry you lost your friends, but
don't hold me accountable for it!" Jim snapped back.
The younger man was silent for a long moment. Finally, he asked, "How do you know our names? Has Ally woken up yet? How long has it
been since the attack?"
"It's been three days since the attack. No, Ms. Orr has not woken up yet, although she's in roughly the same condition as you are. And I
know your name because over the last month, my unit and the Chopec have kept an eye on your group."
"*What*? You were *spying* on us?!" Sandburg gasped. "How close have you gotten?"
"Right up to the perimeter of your camp, sometimes. It's ridiculously easy to hide among the plant life around here. We learned a lot about
you; almost a reversal of what you and your group came here to do with the Chopec. Yes, we all hid from you. We couldn't afford letting
you chance meeting the Chopec and learning of our existence. We're here on an official covert operation to rid the Pass of the
drug-harvesters-"
"You *knew* they were there? You *knew* we were in danger ... and did *nothing* to warn us?"
Ellison frowned at the accusatory tone coming from the young man. "There was no sign of terrorist activity in your area at the time you
arrived up until the attack. It was determined that letting you stay was a low-risk factor in keeping our operation hidden. It would have
meant exposing our activity if we'd had to run you out and if we'd had to do that anyway, the danger would already have been too great to
safely get you out."
"Low-risk? You call what happened to us *low-risk*?!" Blair shouted, then doubled over, coughing harshly.
Jim reached out and braced the student against the coughing fit. When Blair had quieted, Jim rolled him over gently and brought the canteen
up. He was startled when it was struck out of his hand. He glared down at the lightly panting young man and was surprisingly saddened
when he found anger and accusation in those pretty blue eyes. "Sandburg?"
"Go *away*. Leave me alone. Leave *Allison* alone. You're good at that; look how well it worked. My friends are dead because you did
nothing. How dare you! Who gave you the right to play God with our lives?!" Blair hissed, anger and pain and grief tearing at him. He knew
he would regret these words later, but right now, he could do nothing to stop their emergence from his mouth.
Jim drew himself upright and let a blank expression settle over his face to hide the hurt from those spiteful words. "The United States Army,
that's who."
"You make me *sick*. God, my mother was right; all you establishment types are *pigs*." He closed his eyes on a wave of pain and nausea.
"Go away. You've done enough to last a while."
Nothing more was said. Blair kept his eyes closed for a few moments longer and when he opened them again, Ellison was gone.
****
Emerging into the late afternoon sunshine from the healing hut Sandburg was resting in, Jim squinted against the brightness. He also found
Cunningham waiting for him.
Rock whistled when he saw the granite expression. "Huh. Kid sure has a way of showing his gratitude for saving his life, doesn't he?" the
captain muttered. "I heard almost everything, sir."
Jim said nothing, merely continued walking away from the hut. He was heading towards the visitor's lodge that made up the barracks where
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he and his men slept. He wanted to gather up his rifle, clean it, check it out, and then head out on a scouting mission. Anything to get away
from the hurting, hurtful young man lying in that healing hut.
"Sure hope that Ally gal is a bit more even tempered when she wakes up. Dalisa is sitting with her now; the progress report is good. Her
fever's breaking up and Dal thinks she'll wake up soon; either tonight or tomorrow morning."
"Good. Sooner they're healed up, the sooner they can be shipped out." Jim's voice was clipped, cold, and curt.
"Sir, it might be a while before Rainier sends anyone in after them-"
"I'm well aware of that. They'll stay here in the village until somebody does come after them, but they will not wander out of it, is that clear?
They are now under our protection and the Chopec's, but we cannot afford to let them go on their own. I don't care how many jungles
they've been in, I'm not leaving anything else to chance!" Jim snapped, entering the hut and settling down with his rifle to give it a quick
check.
Rock was silent, then squatted down next to the other man. "Sir ... Jim ... what happened to those kids and their teacher was *not* your
fault."
Ellison looked up with cold, angry blue eyes. "No? Then who's was it, Cunningham? I was the one who made the decision to let them stay
after I decided there would be little risk. I made the call, I was wrong, and they paid for it."
The captain was silent for a moment, then settled down on the bedroll next to the other man. "Jim, I know you were in the area. How could
you not have heard them creeping in?"
Sighing, Jim rubbed at his temples, a sure indication that he had a migraine starting up. "I was watching Blair. Just ... watching him. He did ...
something and I did that usual gray out trance thing of mine. Next thing I knew, gunfire was going off."
Rock nodded. "You're only human, man; sounds like a human ailment to me, anyway. This wasn't your fault."
"Then who's was it?"
"The drug-gunners'. Fate's. Universal timing that sucked big time. I dunno, but it wasn't your fault. You let them stay to get their work done
because you were thinking of them. Thinking that we could keep them safe. And we saved two of them, Jim. That has to count for
something. We could easily have lost them all."
Jim merely sighed and shook his head as he got to his feet. Leaving the lodge, he began striding towards the perimeter. Calling out in
Quechua, which all of his soldiers understood as well as the Chopec as opposed to only some of the Chopec understanding English, he said,
"I want a scouting party out right now! See if we can't find *some* sign of further trespassing from those killers."
Young Chopec warriors leaped up to follow the American commander as he went striding out of the village. Behind them, the Rangers
scurried to grab up their weapons and then headed out as well, pairing off with the Chopec to scout the tribe's territory as Ellison had
demanded.
****
Blair groaned as he woke up and stiffly rolled over. Feeling hands on his uninjured shoulder, he flinched, thinking it might be Ellison come
back to take exception to his harsh words from yesterday.
*Not that he should. It's his fault we're banged up like this anyway!* he growled to himself.
However, as he finished rolling over and opened his eyes, he found himself looking up into a darkly tanned face that had long black hair
braided into two neat rows. Paint adored the man's face in a broad symbol, and more paint was on his throat and arms. When the man smiled
at him, the skin around his brown eyes crinkling into laugh lines, Blair automatically smiled back.
"My name is Incacha," the man said in halting, though clear English. "Enqueri says that you are called 'Blair'."
"Who?" Sandburg whispered, then licked his lips and swallowed.
A shallow bowl full of water was lifted to his mouth and Blair tilted his head and gratefully sipped. He let his head settle back down and
smiled. "Thank you. Who is Enqueri?"
Incacha frowned for a moment, then grinned again. "His Amer-i-can name is 'Jim'. Here, among the Chopec, he is known as Enqueri."
"Chopec? You're Chopec?" Blair asked excitedly.
Incacha nodded. "I am the shaman for my people," he explained carefully. "I have been praying to the spirits for you and the young woman.
I am sorry, but I do not think you will be able to ... study? Yes, that is the word. You will not study us right now."
That dimmed some of his enthusiasm. "Yeah. I guess that would be rude, wouldn't it? Since you're hosting us while we heal and all...."
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The shaman grinned. "As you say."
"How is it you know English so well? Have the soldiers been teaching you?" Blair asked, struggling to sit up.
"Yes. Enqueri began teaching us when he was here many seasons' passage back. It is so we can understand the city men when they come in
with their machines and their false smiles and offers of greed to leave our home and let them destroy it. This way, Enqueri says, we will not
be cheated."
"Hmph. So he *can* be smart occasionally."
Incacha regarded the young man before him in confusion. "Why do you say that?"
"Because, Incacha, it's his fault me and my friend are here and the others are dead," Sandburg said heatedly as he rested back against the
hut's wall tiredly.
"Know this to be the truth, do you?"
"He admitted as much to me! He said that he was the one who made the decision to let us stay in the area because he thought there was little
to no risk to our safety! He was wrong! What's more, it really doesn't mean anything. We're just civilian casualties."
"You already know him so well that you can decide this after one conversation?" Incacha asked calmly.
Blair shrugged, irritated. "No, but-"
"So then he has spent the last ... how do you say it? Month? He and his men, keeping an eye on you and your friends, guarding you as best
they could to ensure your safety. He has done this for nothing because on the unfortunate one occasion that they were not near, the enemy
discovered you?"
"That's beside the point! He should have informed us of the danger-"
"Your teacher ... he did learn the area before you came down? Enqueri says that knowing the territory you plan to enter before you enter it
is a requirement in your land."
"Well ... no, we did research the area. We knew that drug-harvesters were in the area, but not *this* close! We should have been safe."
"Because you were not part of the proven battle? Because you were not soldiers?"
"Yes! That's why!"
"And do the evil men of your land leave the innocent people alone should they happen upon them somewhere, even though they are not part
of the bad doings?"
Blair shook his head in frustration. "No. I understand what you're getting at, shaman. I don't like it, but I get it. But if there were danger, Jim
should have warned us."
"Did he tell you why he did not?"
"Yes. Said it was because we would have blown their 'cover' on their 'operation'. That is the most flimsy excuse I've ever heard. The role of
the US Army is supposedly to protect its 'tribe' when there is clear and present danger. What happens to us? We get shot and most of us
killed!"
"Enqueri did what he had to do. By remaining hidden to complete his task, he is removing more of the evil men who send the white powder
over to your country to ruin the minds and bodies of your people. If he had revealed his presence and that of his men, he would have had to
leave, allowing the evil men to return here in force, with greater numbers and weapons. There is a saying that your people know; it is one
that Enqueri taught me: the good of the many outweighs the good of the few. He was following orders from his leader to the best of his
ability. He does regret what happened to you and your friends, young one. I can promise that much. Your presence, and those of the others,
was an unexpected obstacle to his duty, but he accepted it, and was hurt when you were attacked. He feels as much as any man does."
Blair was silent for a long, long moment, digesting this. Finally, he asked, "If he *was* protecting us, where was he that day when we
needed him?"
"The Sentinel was watching over *you* in particular. You were close to our village and Enqueri seems taken with you. He does not yet
understand why, but he will in time. However, that day, he was watching you and he faded away into one of his ... trances. That is what he
calls it; a 'trance'. He was not aware of anything until the sound of the attackers' weapons called out."
Blair felt a quickening of excitement in his heart and he flinched slightly when his shoulder twinged as he attempted to sit up quickly.
"Sentinel? You call him 'sentinel'? Why?"
"Because he is the Guardian. He sees farther than other men; hears more, feels more, can smell hidden scents, taste hidden tastes...."
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Shuddering, Blair leaned back against the wall in a daze. "A sentinel," he whispered. "A real, live sentinel...."
"Yes. And his helpmate has come to him at last."
"He has a partner? Someone to watch out for him, to bring him out of zone-outs?" At Incacha's blank look, Blair clarified, "His trances.
They're called 'zone-outs'. He has someone to watch out for him?"
Incacha nodded. "Yes. You."
Blair gaped, shocked. "Me?"
"You. I have seen your coming in my visions. For so long, he has walked his path alone in the visions. Then, I saw you. You joined him on
the path, walking beside him, helping him stay on the path, easing his fear, and pain, and loneliness. You are his helpmate, come to him at
last."
"Me?" the young American repeated incredulously. "Not that I don't love the idea - I mean, a chance to study a real live sentinel - but me? I
can't be his partner!"
"Why not? It is clearly what you are meant to do."
"Because he is in the Army. He is a United States soldier and I'm a civilian; a non-soldier. We would never be allowed to stay together
unless he left the Army, and he told me that being a soldier is what he has always wanted. Besides, he's here on a tour of duty and I'll be
leaving soon."
"He will not always be here. He will not always be a soldier. He will always be a sentinel and he will always need his helpmate to guide him.
You know what he is, young one. Why do you suppose it is that you, who know so much of sentinels, should come here and find one so
suddenly?"
"Yeah, well, my karma has got to be seriously messed up if it took the death of my friends and teacher in order for me to find him." Blair
yawned suddenly and blinked sleepily.
"I will leave you to rest now. You do need to rest. I changed your dressing while you were asleep," Incacha stated as he got to his feet.
Glancing down at the new poultice on his shoulder, Sandburg blinked in surprise. "Oh, thanks. Um, by the way, my friend, Allison. Has she
woken up, yet...?"
"Yesterday morning, but she is still tired from her ordeal. She has been sleeping a great deal today. Perhaps in a day or so, you will both be
healed enough to see each other. Rest now, young one. Your sentinel will not like it if you are unwell."
Sadness flowing through him, Blair whispered softly, "But he's *not* my sentinel."
Then, unable to escape the lethargy stealing through him, he succumbed to the sleep his body insisted he needed.
*****
Jim sat inside the lodge where he and his men slept. He was carefully taking apart, cleaning, oiling, and putting his rifle back together. He'd
already organized the rest of his stuff and was looking for something to do seeing as how he was "off duty" at the moment. He looked up
when he heard a rapid heartbeat and slightly panting breath at the door. "Sandburg?"
The student nodded and glanced away for a moment, then back at the Lt. Col. "Yeah. Um, hi. Listen ... I would like to apologize to you. I
was extremely unfair in my remarks to you; you didn't deserve them."
Ellison sighed. "Sandburg ... kid ... *you* listen. I *did* deserve them, okay? You were right; I knew there was danger nearby and I didn't do
anything. You and your friends paid for that mistake."
"You didn't do 'nothing', Jim. May I call you Jim?" Sandburg asked as he entered the lodge, careful of his right arm, which rested in a sling.
"Be my guest. It doesn't make a lot of difference out here. Chief, I'm sorry, but I'm kind of busy here-" the older man began, but he halted
when Blair interrupted.
"No, you're not. You're trying to make an excuse to keep from talking to me. I can understand that. I mean ... I've probably offended you
and angered you to the point that you wish I had been one of those bodies-"
Jim was on his feet in a flash, the rifle clattering to the ground as his hands tightened in a vise-like grip around Blair's uninjured shoulder and
the back of his neck. He shook the younger man as he snarled down into wide, surprised blue eyes. "No! I do *not* think that! Don't *ever*
say that again, Sandburg, do you understand me?"
"I - I ... yes, Jim. Please, it hurts...!" Blair gasped out, and the grip immediately loosened but didn't fall away completely.
Ellison glanced down at the younger man, appalled at his own behavior. "Oh, my God. Blair ... I'm sorry. I don't know what I was doing ...
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are you okay?"
Grinning up at the soldier, Blair replied, "Yeah, I'm fine. You were careful enough with me. Jim, relax, okay? That was a stupid remark I
made and it wasn't entirely in the best of taste. Forgive me?"
Jim nodded and stepped back with a rough sigh. He turned away, looking at one of the walls for a long moment, then suddenly swung back
around to face Blair. "What is it about you?" he demanded heatedly. "What is there about you that is affecting me like this? Before you
showed up I was the perfect soldier; in control of my emotions and my actions and my reactions. But ever since you arrived, I've been
drawn to you like a moth to light and am acting totally irrational around you! I've never *met* you before now, and yet here I am, behaving
as if we're close friends and have been for years."
"I think it has to do with you being a sentinel and me supposedly being your 'guide'," Blair said quietly.
Ellison froze at that statement. Finally, after a long, terrible silence, he said in an icy voice, "What did you say?"
"Hear me out, Jim. Let me say what I need to say before you do ... whatever. A couple of days ago, Incacha came to talk to me. Being a
shaman, he helped me see the truth about your role in what happened to the study group; that you were 'following orders to the best of your
ability' and that though you did what you could to protect us, regrettably, we were still attacked. I understand that now and I'm so sorry I
said those hateful things to you earlier. They weren't fair. Anyway, he also told me that you're a sentinel. Now, I already know what a
sentinel is. I've been researching them since I was, like, *twelve*, man! So imagine my surprise when I'm told that you're a sentinel and that
I'm supposed to be your 'helpmate'; your 'guide', in effect. Listen to this, okay? There's a monograph that's over a hundred years old that was
written by Sir Richard Burton - the explorer, not the actor. In it, Burton claimed that in all tribal cultures, every village had what he named a
Sentinel. This was someone who patrolled the border."
"You mean a scout."
"No; more like a watchman. See, the sentinel would watch for approaching enemies, change in the weather, movement of game. Tribal
survival depended on it."
"Okay, got it. What makes someone a sentinel?"
Blair grinned excitedly. "A sentinel is chosen because of a genetic advantage; a sensory awareness that can be developed beyond normal
humans. These senses are honed by solitary time spent in the wild; I'm willing to bet that your time here in Peru - both earlier and now - is
connected to why your senses are suddenly going haywire. Anyway, at first, Burton's monograph was disputed and now it's basically
forgotten. I mean, there are certain manifestations today of maybe one or two hyperactive senses, like taste and smell; people who work for
coffee and perfume companies. Oh, and in Vietnam, the Army long-range recon units that had to-"
"-change their diets to fish and rice because a Cong scout could smell a Westerner by his waste."
"Yes, right; exactly. There are hundreds and hundreds of documented cases in America of one or two hyperactive senses but not one single
subject with all five. That's where you come in. Incacha told me that all five of your senses are incredibly acute. As I said, I think it's being
in Peru that's triggered everything. Even with your soldiers here and the Chopec, you still end up spending time alone in the jungle, right?"
"Yeah, but what-"
"There, see! That's just it; being alone for so long, with no one else around you is what triggered your senses - made you come on-line. In
short, you're becoming what nature designed you to be: a behavioral throwback to a pre-civilized form of man."
Jim felt the fury well up in him fast and hard. He reached out and grabbed hold of Blair's shoulder and neck again, then slammed him up
against the wall of the lodge, pinning him there as he moved in close, getting in the younger man's face. "Are you out of your *mind*? I'm
going crazy doing the impossible with my senses and reacting irrationally to you just for you to tell me I'm some sort of *caveman*?"
"All right, maybe that caveman crack was a little out of line-"
Jim shook him once, hard, accidentally banging the back of Blair's head against the wall. The younger man winced even as Jim hissed,
"Listen, you neo-hippie witchdoctor punk! I don't know if you're aware of it but there are drug-crazed killers on the loose out there in the
jungle and I really am under no obligation to keep you here and away from them, so if I were you, I would stop jerking me around and start
giving me some straight answers about what in *hell* is going on here!"
"Jim! Ow, man, that hurts!" Blair gasped.
"Then *talk*, Sandburg, and talk *fast*," Jim growled.
"Relax, man. If you mess with me, you'll never find out what is up with you! I've been studying sentinels for years and I'm the only one in
America, so far as I know, who believes in them anymore."
Ellison loosened his grip, then steadied the younger man when he staggered slightly.
Blair glanced up and smiled his thanks. Reaching up, he rested his left hand on Jim's right biceps. "Look, you believe that your senses are
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real, that what you're doing with them is real, right?"
Jim shrugged and tried his best to ignore the tingling thrill that shot through him at the kid's touch. "Yes. I kind of have to, when everyone
else around me is believing I'm doing it."
"Okay, then. What's needed is control. You keep having zone-outs, Incacha said. He mentioned that's what happened so that you didn't hear
the drug thugs come into the area."
"Zone whats?"
"Zone-outs. When you concentrate too hard on one sense. Which one was it that day?"
"Uh - sight. I was ... watching you." The older man glanced away, embarrassed to be caught by such an admission.
"Hmmm. Well, anyway, you zoned out, which is why it took the sound of the gunfire to bring you out of it. A big shock that woke you up,
almost literally. Now, Burton mentioned that each sentinel had someone to watch their back, to keep things like this from happening. Even
Incacha said he saw me become your helpmate in a vision. I prefer the term 'Guide'. That's kind of what a sentinel's partner does," Blair said
with a grin.
Jim sighed and then gave a small quirk of a smile to the younger man. "That's a fine idea, Chief, except for one little thing."
"What's that?"
"You'll be leaving soon. And then there's the fact that I'm in the Army and you're not."
Blair's face fell and his enthusiasm dimmed. "Yeah, I know. But if we start working on it now, I can help you gain a little control and then
we can teach one of your soldiers - the one you trust most - how to do this. How to guide you. I mean, Incacha can't claim one hundred
percent assurance in his visions. He said he only saw me walking down the 'path' with you - meaning the sentinel path. He didn't say how
long."
Before he could continue, Jim stilled and tilted his head. Blair watched him and then stepped back quickly as the bigger man suddenly began
walking towards the doorway. "What? What is it?"
"Reyes is back from Lima already. He must have been running most of the way there and back to have made the roundtrip in only seven
days," Jim grunted as he exited the lodge.
Blair followed along swiftly, then detoured when he saw Allison sitting near a fire, one of the other soldiers talking with her and making her
smile, which he was pleased to see. When he stopped in front of them, they both looked up and he grinned at them both. "Hey, guys. Ally,
Jim says Reyes is back from Lima already. He'll have news about what Rainier is up to."
"Finally. I want to go home and have a hot bath that will never end and try to put some of this behind me," Allison groaned as she began
struggling up from the ground.
The soldier quickly got to his feet, then grasped her around the waist and easily lifted. He set her down lightly but kept hold of her as he
grinned down at her. "Only some of it, Ally?" he murmured.
"Well ... not you, Rock," she said with a grin right back at him. "You can drop me a line anytime!"
Blair laughed as the three of them began walking towards the small knot of people that was gathered close by. "You're an incorrigible flirt,
Ally."
"True, but just think of how much fun it must be to corrige me, then."
"There is no such word."
"Might be now," Rock said with a leer that he aimed in Ally's direction.
Her delighted giggle did wonders for both men, brightening their moods helpfully.
However, that mood was soon dashed.
Jim turned towards the two students and Rock as they made their way up to the new arrival. "Bad news, gentleman and lady."
"Oh, no. What is it?" Blair asked quietly, reaching out to take one of Ally's hands in his.
"Reyes radioed our superiors. They radioed back that they were going to hold off on telling Rainier about the attack for now. Our tour of
duty here is over in three weeks. A new team will be sent in at that time. My unit and I are to bring you back to Lima with us."
"But ... what about the others...?" Ally asked quietly.
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"There are reports that a new drug force is sweeping into the area. The Peruvian government and the new covert ops team that is being sent
in will work with the Chopec to eliminate the threat. So there are two options. We either take the bodies back with us - that means a three or
four day hike through the jungle - or your university waits until the dust settles again to collect the bodies. That could be months, however.
It's up to you. Once we arrive in Lima, we'll tell our superiors which one we've decided on and they will handle the rest accordingly. You
have three weeks to decide."
The stunned, incredulous expressions on their faces tore at Jim, but he kept his expression unreadable.
"That's it? We have three weeks to decide whether or not to haul our dead friends' bodies through the jungle or leave them where they are
until someone can get around to them?" Blair asked quietly.
"Yes, Mr. Sandburg, that is it exactly. If you decide to leave them here, I promise, they won't be forgotten. But that is the choice you have to
make," Ellison said, equally quietly.
Allison and Blair looked at each other for a long moment, then nodded as they reached a quiet agreement. "Will you excuse us for a while?
We'd like to go talk about it," she said softly.
Jim nodded. "Rock...?"
"I'll stay with them," the captain said immediately.
"We don't need a babysitter, man," Blair protested.
"No, but you will have someone nearby to offer help or protection in case you need it," Jim replied curtly. With that, he turned his back on
them and resumed taking Reyes' report.
Feeling strangely hurt at the abrupt rebuff, Blair nevertheless turned away, offering his arm to Allison. The two of them walked slowly away,
Rock walking beside them quietly. The three of them headed out into the forest after the Ranger picked up his rifle along the way. They
didn't go very far, just enough to remain in sight of the village but out of earshot. Although Blair knew it wouldn't be far enough to get out of
Jim's range.
The two of them settled on the fallen trunk of a huge tree, now covered in moss. Rock took up a position not too far away, leaning against
another tree, his eyes beginning to scan the surrounding area.
The students were silent for a long moment. Finally, Ally said in a hushed voice, "What do you think we should do, Blair?"
"I dunno, Ally. It doesn't seem right to leave them laying there for what could be months," the young man replied, reaching up to scratch
underneath his ponytail lightly. "On the other hand..."
"On the other hand, it would be really ghoulish carting their bodies around for a few days. I mean, we would probably be exempt from it
because of our injuries, but still, the idea of it..." she muttered, shivering slightly.
"Yeah, I know. And look at it this way: they aren't in unmarked graves. Jim said they had grave markers identifying them and they're buried
really deep. The only way they could be disturbed is if someone deliberately did it."
"Uh-huh."
Blair glanced over at the young woman beside him, surprised at her one word answer. Ally had a reputation for being nearly as talkative as
he was. When he saw the tears dripping down her face, he felt his heart pang in sympathy. Reaching out, he pulled her against him, letting
her cradle her head on his shoulder. He began stroking her back as he whispered soothingly, "There you go, Ally. I know it hurts; let it out."
She began sobbing as she choked out, "They ... it was so *fast*...! One minute, they were ... alive and ... then ... now they're buried and gone
and - and - and it's not *fair*, Blair! It's just not *fair* that we have to leave them there! They ... they didn't *do* anything ... to deserve this
... *we* didn't do anything...!"
Rock watched, feeling helpless and not liking it, as Blair did his best to soothe the young woman.
"I know, honey," Blair said quietly, tears in his own eyes. "I know. You're right, it wasn't fair. Not at all. But Jim and the others, they made
those bastards pay for it. Made them pay dearly. And they're going to keep making them pay. So you just cry it out, honey. You just cry it
out."
She did, for a long few moments until she finally rested quietly in his arms, and he simply sat there, comforting her.
After a while, he noticed that she was asleep. He started to wake her up, but Rock stepped forward. "Don't. I'll carry her in; she needs rest."
Blair looked up at the soldier searchingly. "You're really taken with her, aren't you?" he asked quietly.
Rock flashed the younger man a grin. "I like 'em young looking. And she's got a great sense of humor. Now, let me take her. I'll be careful."
Nodding, Blair gently shifted Allison so that Rock could easily scoop her up and cradle her in his arms. He stood still, bracing himself so
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Blair could grab hold of him and haul himself onto his own feet, and then the three of them returned to the village as quickly as they could.
The two students had been given their own hut to rest in. It had been built with the intention to house a family as soon as the bonding
ceremony for one of the warriors and his lady was completed, but in the meantime, Blair and Allison had a place to stay. They would leave
before the bonding ceremony, so the two Chopec in question thought nothing of letting their new home be used for a little bit.
As Rock ducked in and gently settled Allison onto her bedroll, Blair stood looking around the village. God, he wished he could document all
this, but the operation going on here was classified and he was forbidden from doing anything, even talking about it when they got back. A
moment later, he jumped, startled, when Jim appeared beside him silently.
"Hey, Chief," the older man said in greeting.
"Hi, Jim. We decided that we'll leave our friends where they are for now. After all, they're not in unmarked graves and they received justice
for what happened to them. They can be collected later. God, I can't believe how callous that sounds," Blair said with a shudder. Then he
blinked when one of Jim's hands reached up and stroked his hair soothingly, almost the same way he himself had comforted Allison.
"I know it sounds rough, Chief. I'm sorry it's necessary. But you're holding together real well, if it's any consolation."
"Kind of. Yeah, I guess. Anyway, is there something you wanted?"
*You have no idea,* Jim thought to himself. Aloud, he said, "Yeah. You said something about helping me get control over these senses.
Think we can do it in three weeks?"
"We can sure as hell *try*," Blair said with a delighted grin. "Remember, though, you'll have to train one of your army buddies to help you
with this after I'm gone."
Jim looked down at him a trifle sadly. He didn't want to think of a time when he wouldn't be near this young man who had, in a very short,
traumatic time, had quite an impact on him. "I know, Chief. So ... you want to start now?"
Nodding, Blair gestured towards the edge of the village and the jungle beyond. "Yeah, sure. Let's do it."
Side by side, they walked towards the forest and disappeared into it.
Incacha watched them go with a smile on his face. Everything was happening as he had seen it.
****
TWO AND A HALF WEEKS LATER
"No, no. Come on, man. You were doing so well! What happened?" Blair asked, gently rubbing Jim's shoulder as the older man shook his
head to clear the cobwebs.
"I don't know. I had the scent; had it identified, tagged, and located, and then suddenly everything spun out of control. Just ... bam!"
"Right. What about the dial?"
"Huh?" For a moment, Jim was confused and then he remembered. Closing his eyes, he pictured his dials and found that he had lost control
of the one for scent. Setting it back firmly to where it had been, he nodded and opened his eyes. "Yeah, I'd lost hold of the dial. It's set again.
Want me to try one more time?"
Blair shook his head. "No, it's enough that you identified and located the scent and that you know what to look for now in case something
like that ever happens again. No point in exaggerating a headache."
Jim grinned and nodded. "Right, Chief. Look, I've got some time before it's my turn to take the watch. Want to head over to the water hole
and relax for a few minutes?"
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"Sounds good." Getting to his feet, Blair turned and began walking through the jungle towards the large pool that was located at the base of
a nearby cliff, a waterfall continuously flowing down the rocks to the water below, creating fresh water.
Ellison quickly slipped into place beside him, his rifle shouldered, yet positioned where he could use it instantly if he had to. "How's your
shoulder, Darwin?"
Blair glanced over at the soldier, then twitched his shoulder carefully. "Not too bad. Those poultices and the therapy you ordered me to
practice are helping a lot. Barely hurts now. How's your thigh?" About a week ago, Jim had been grazed by a bullet when he and his unit and
the Chopec had engaged a group of terrorists attempting to take over part of the Chopec Pass where the coca plants were plentiful.
"Hardly notice it anymore. It'll leave a scar, but that's to be expected," Jim said with a shrug.
"You've got quite a few, haven't you?" the younger man asked quietly.
"Goes with the job, kid. Can't be a Ranger without earning a few 'badges'."
"Yeah, but doesn't it ever worry you? That you're always walking into situations where you could die, or be left in a lot of pain for the rest of
your life?"
Jim was silent for a long moment, then said, "Sandburg, I've discovered something. Life is a near-death experience anyway. What's the point
of going through it being afraid of the inevitable? Might as well get something worthwhile accomplished. Besides, I know I'm doing a lot of
good for people this way. While my methods are sometimes less than savory, I get the job done. Whatever happens to me, happens."
"So you're not afraid for yourself. What about family? Friends? Don't you have anyone who is scared for you?" Blair questioned as they
finally emerged from the jungle and walked over to the pool. The fine mist from the splashing of the water on the nearby rocks settled over
them and Blair smiled at the pleasant sensation.
"My family ... well, let's just say, I could care less and so could they. As for friends, all of mine are pretty much in the same situation," Jim
muttered as he stood by the edge of the pool and began stripping off his clothing. He had enough time and he wanted to take a relaxing dip
in the water.
"Oh, come on. Surely not, Jim," Sandburg protested as he began to remove his own clothing. He had long ago given up any shyness around
the Chopec or the Rangers. People frequently walked around half-naked anyway, due to the heat and humidity of the jungle.
"Why do you say that, Chief?"
"Well, because you're..." Blair began, then trailed off, blushing lightly.
Forcing his body to behave itself, Jim walked over and put one finger under the younger man's chin and lifted, forcing Blair to look at him.
"Because I'm...?" he prompted.
"You're ... a ... pretty great guy," Sandburg whispered, and looked away. "I can't imagine anyone not caring."
That touched Jim deeply. Smiling slightly, he lifted both hands and framed his new friend's face with them. "Thanks, Chief. Feeling's mutual,
you know."
Blair knew the sentinel could feel the heat of his blush vividly against his palms, but he couldn't stop it as he muttered, "Thanks, man."
Lightly patting the pinkened cheeks, Jim grinned and then turned to enter the water, having removed his clothing already.
Watching the beautiful sight before him - specifically the play of muscles of that gorgeous ass - the younger man shivered a little before
forcing his body to behave and stripping off the remainder of his clothing. Then he followed Jim into the water, wading out until he could
comfortably splash down to float in the water. *After all,* he told himself as he shut his eyes, *it's not like you have a chance with him,
anyway.*
Jim grinned as he watched his friend glide by, eyes closed against the spray of the mist as he paddled about. He darted a quick look at the
younger man's groin and smiled appreciatively at the sight. Blair might have been short, but he made up for it in other areas. Stocky with
muscle, the grad student physically was no wimp. Jim's blue eyes caught sight of the still healing scar tissue on his right shoulder and his
smile dimmed. Sighing, he fell forward into the deeper section and then dove under the water.
Feeling the new ripples of something large entering the water, Blair opened his eyes a little bit, but saw no sign of Jim. Smiling as he realized
the other man had gone under for a quick swim, he shut them again. When he felt Jim surface beside him, he reached over and lazily patted
one muscular arm. He felt one of Jim's hands ghost over his own arm and then they relaxed into the water.
A little while later, Blair sat up and crouched low in the water beside the sentinel. Looking down at that handsome, relaxed face, he asked,
"So, what about a girlfriend? You never really answered my question; do you have anyone back home who will care if you're hurt?"
Jim opened his eyes and his breath caught slightly at the sight of the beautiful young man above him, sunlight shining through the wet
ringlets of his long, curly hair. "What?" he asked, not really hearing the question.
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"Do you have a girlfriend? Someone you're intimate with who will care if you're hurt?"
"No." Jim sat up, then stood. He gazed at the waterfall. "I had a lover before I left, but it wasn't anything serious. We parted as friends and if
neither of us is in a serious relationship when I get back, then we'll probably get together a few times, until one or the other of us ships out."
"Oh. What's her name?" Blair asked as casually as he could.
The older man was silent for a long time, then decided that he would tell. After all, the worst that Blair could do was to ignore him. "*His*
name," Jim said softly. "His name is Wyatt. No, no relation to the Earps so far as I know. He's a good guy, though, and a good lover. He's
just not my type for a permanent relationship."
He turned to find Blair staring at him with wide, unblinking eyes, his mouth slightly parted. The younger man didn't appear to be breathing.
"Blair? Chief?"
"You're ... gay?" Sandburg asked quietly, unable to believe his luck.
Jim shrugged. "Bisexual, but yeah, I'd say so. Is that a problem?"
Slowly, a grin spread across Blair's mouth and he shook his head. "No. I'm bisexual, too."
Ellison blinked, surprised. "You are? But you gave no indication of-" He immediately closed his mouth.
"Of what? Wanting a man?" Moving closer, still crouched in the water - in a vain attempt to shield his sudden erection - Blair said softly,
"Wanting you? I've had lots of practice about hiding what I am. I bet you have, too, which is why I had no clue about your sexuality."
Trembling slightly, feeling warmth begin pooling in his groin, Jim reached out and threaded one hand into the waterlogged curls. "Do you
want me?" he murmured quietly.
"What do your senses tell you, Jim?" came the soft reply.
Closing his eyes, the sentinel inhaled deeply and he caught the scent of arousal. His sense of touch easily detected the heat coming from the
body crouched in front of his. His ears caught the sound of their racing hearts and his taste buds suddenly craved to know the taste and
texture of the man before him. He opened his eyes and stared down heatedly at the younger man. "You want me."
Blair nodded. "Yes. I have for the last couple of weeks, now. The only question is, do you want me?"
Without saying a word, Jim reached down with his other hand and gently began urging Blair up out of the water as he began bending down
to meet him.
Closing his eyes, Blair lifted his mouth and waited. He didn't have to wait long as his mouth was taken by the firm softness of Jim's. At first,
the kiss was dry, gentle, chaste. Then, as they became used to each other, their mouths opened and the kiss deepened, became hotter,
wetter, more intimate.
Blair rested his hands on Jim's hips as both of Jim's cradled his head for the kiss. It felt so good, tasted so good, he could have stayed there
forever, but a moment later, Jim was yanking him upright and pressing their bodies together. Their chests and bellies rubbed sensuously
against each other's, their erect cocks stroking gently together and sending prickling shocks of pleasure along their nerves.
Jim pulled back slightly and took a shuddering breath. He'd never, ever felt this before. Every nerve ending in his body was alive, tingling.
He opened his eyes and met Blair's, exchanging a heated glance with the younger man, feeling a sensation of awe that this incredible,
gorgeous student desired him. Smiling, he wrapped his arms around his new lover and began walking Blair backwards towards the edge of
the pool. They were almost there when Blair stumbled and went down, pulling Jim down with him. The older man cushioned the fall with his
own body, then rolled over so that he was atop his lover, the two of them lying in a puddle of water, little wavelets lapping around them.
Then he was surprised as he found himself rolled over so that Blair was atop him. He started to say something and found that he couldn't say
a word at the blazing look the younger man gifted him with. A moment later, he realized briefly that he never would have been able to say
anything anyway, not with what Blair was doing to him at the moment.
Thoroughly delighted at having this opportunity, Blair took his time as he kissed Jim once again, then began working his way down, his teeth
and tongue grazing the sentinel's neck and chest. His hands stroked down Jim's ribs and his flanks, then up and over his belly as Blair suckled
and tongued first one hard male nipple and then another, enjoying Jim's shudders and soft mewls of pleasure. Sliding down further, he took
advantage of Jim's spreading legs and settled between them. He wasted no time; gathering up Ellison's hot, hard, throbbing cock, he set his
mouth on him.
Jim arched up and cried out, then bit his lip to muffle that cry. His eyes were wide open, staring sightlessly at the sky, all his awareness on
the hot moistness of the mouth that engulfed him, the tongue swirling over the head of his dick, the suction of that incredible mouth, the
deep sound of satisfaction from his lover, as if Blair had never tasted anything so good. Shuddering again, he bucked up into that glorious
mouth, pistoning gently in and out of the slick heat that held him. When Blair's mouth pulled off of him, he whimpered his distress, then
purred as the short, hairy body swarmed up his to lay full-length atop him. He wrapped his arms around his lover as he heard Blair whisper
in his ear, "Shhh ... that's it. It's okay, big guy. Didn't want you to come yet. Want you inside me; want you to come inside me."
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Growling, Jim bucked up and rolled them over again. Bracing himself over the younger man, he stared down heatedly into lust-filled blue
eyes and smiled ferally. "You want me, Chief? You got me."
He scooted up onto his knees, still hunched over, as he let his extra-sensitive fingers map the contours of Blair's face. He moved further
down, cataloging the feel of neck, shoulders, arms, hands. Moving back up, then down over a very hairy chest, pausing to play with erect
nipples, enjoying the gasping and squirming that resulted. Further down, over the firm belly and lean hips, skirting the groin, and down short,
muscular thighs that he just *knew* were going to feel like heaven when they wrapped around him.
"Jim ... oh, Jim, please..." Blair pleaded breathlessly, his hips thrusting up involuntarily. He had to have those hands on him, right now!
Grinning again, Ellison took that hard, leaking cock in his hand and slowly stroked up and down in a firm, smooth rhythm. Blair thrust up
into his hand, his eyes closing as he purred with the sensation of being stroked so nicely.
A moment later, his eyes flew open in surprise when a hot, wet mouth latched onto his dick and started sucking for all it was worth.
Jim felt like purring, but couldn't, as he took Blair's cock into his mouth as far as he could. His lover tasted a little salty, very creamy,
wonderful. Wanting more, Jim drew him deeper into his throat, sucking hard. He had to hold Blair down as the younger man began to thrash
and buck, going wild with need. A few moments later, Jim pulled back, breathing as hard as Blair, and then straightened up slightly.
Reaching down, he lifted Blair's legs and placed them over his shoulders, bracing the younger man's hips with his own. Shifting them
carefully, he grasped the firm cheeks and pulled them apart gently, baring that tight little hole to his gaze. Lifting his eyes, Jim met Blair's
own blue stare and smiled again.
Then he drove Blair out of his mind by leaning down and placing his mouth on his lover's entrance.
For many long moments, as Jim licked and nipped and sucked, Blair writhed and shuddered and begged to be taken. When two of Jim's
fingers pressed against his mouth, he wrapped his lips around them and sucked, wetting them thoroughly. When those fingers withdrew from
his mouth, he sighed with the loss of them, then thrilled when he felt them take the place of that hot, talented tongue.
Carefully, Jim pressed his fingers inside Blair. He spent long, precious minutes gently stretching the younger man, letting him grow
accustomed to the feel of the fingers inside him. Ellison could tell by the tightness that Blair hadn't done this for a while and the last thing he
wanted to do was hurt him. Once he was sure that Blair was okay, he gently eased Blair's hips back down to the pool bottom and followed
with his mouth. He began sucking his lover's cock again as he stroked inside the younger man with his fingers. It wasn't long before Blair
shuddered hard and cried out.
Pulling back, Jim caught most of the come spilling out of Blair's penis. He gathered it one hand, whispering assurances and praise, and then
spread the slick fluid over his own erection. Leaning over the panting, dazed young man, he pressed the head of his dick against the
stretched opening and pushed.
"Ahhh..." Blair sighed as he felt himself being invaded by Jim's cock. Opening his eyes, he smiled up at the older man and drew Jim's head
down to his own, claiming that soft, sensual mouth for his own. As they kissed hungrily, he lifted his legs, wrapping them tightly around Jim's
hips, drawing the sentinel deeper inside him.
Jim shuddered hard. He'd been right; Blair's legs felt so good wrapped around him. Hell, his lover felt good, period. So hot and tight, the right
amount of pressure folded around his aching cock ... oh, *yeah*.
He began to move, slowly at first, then his pace increased gradually. Withdrawing, pausing, then driving in again, moving smoothly in and
out. He groaned into Blair's mouth, the sound one of utter pleasure, and nearly purred again when he heard the delighted moan the younger
man gave. Shifting his angle slightly, he searched for and found the tiny nub inside that was guaranteed to give Blair maximum enjoyment.
Shouting, Blair arched up violently, his arms and legs tightening almost painfully around the sentinel's body. His head was flung back and he
growled when he felt teeth and tongue and lips attacking the bared expanse. His prostate was nudged once again and he bucked up hard,
slamming his hips to meet Jim's. "Yes!" he yelled. "Yes, yes, oh yes...."
They moved harder, faster, straining together. Jim's fingers were clenched hard in the mossy pool bottom as he drove hard into his lover,
shuddering in his need to be further in, to be so far in that Blair would never get him out again. And from what the older man could tell by
the strength of the muscular contortions of Blair's sheath, he didn't want Jim to leave him, either. He felt one of Blair's hands work between
their bodies and he caught that hand by the wrist and tugged it away from its intended goal of Blair's erection.
"No," he grunted, shoving in harder. "Only me. Nothing else; just me. I'm the only thing that will make you come."
Sandburg cried out softly at this statement, accepting it, wanting Jim to give him everything.
Frantic now, writhing against each other as they arched and thrust in a sensuous, age-old dance, they felt their orgasms getting closer and
closer and closer still until...
...Blair screamed, only to have that scream cut off by Jim's mouth clamping hard over his as he came; coming so hard and fast that his vision
dimmed and he was only aware of the sweet sensation of relief as his come poured out of him.
Gasping fiercely, Jim shuddered fiercely as he whipped hard into Blair's ass, thrusting once, twice, again, one more time until finally, oh
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yeah, *finally* he was coming, spurting into his lover's ass fast and hard, right where he wanted to be.
They lay together, groaning quietly, Jim still atop Blair. Occasionally, one or the other would thrust against the other slowly as the last of
their climaxes rolled through them.
Finally, Jim gathered his strength and slowly pulled away, withdrawing carefully and rolling to rest on his side beside Blair. When the
younger man sighed regretfully at the feeling of loss, Jim smiled and pulled his lover into his arms. However, he wasn't entirely happy. He
had just had the best sex ever in his entire life, even knowing that Blair would leave him eventually, and how was he supposed to live
without the younger man now?
*Good Lord, Ellison!* he snapped to himself. *Would you listen to yourself? Yeah, he's an exceptional lover and a really nice guy, but don't
kid yourself. You're a Ranger, have been one for years. You've been self-sufficient even before the Army. You'll be able to live just fine
without him. Buck up and take care of business. Don't dismiss him harshly, but let him know that this can't continue.*
Blair sighed as he snuggled against the broad chest of the older man. "That was *great*, man."
"Mmm."
The non-committal answer roused Blair from his passion-induced lethargy. He lifted his head to look at his new lover and saw the doubt and
regret in Jim's eyes before the soldier could conceal them. Sighing, Blair let his head drop back down. "I'm sorry you regret it," he said
quietly, stroking the smooth chest that lay under one of his hands.
Tightening his hold on the younger man, Ellison sighed as well. "I don't regret it, Chief. I regret our circumstances, but not that. You're right,
it *was* great. The best ever. But you know we'll separate eventually. I have my life in the Army and you have yours in the university. The
twain shall not meet, you know."
"Oh, I don't know. I'd say they met just fine a few moments ago," Blair teased, happy when a chuckle rumbled through Jim's chest.
"Seriously, I know what you're saying, Jim. We shouldn't have started anything we don't have much hope of continuing back in the States.
And I regret that because, like I said, you're a really great guy. But, you know, Jim, I like to think we've become friends while we've been
together here in Peru. And as friends, don't you think we could enjoy each other while we're together?"
Jim sighed again and shook his head as he began sitting up, urging Blair up with him. Sitting facing the younger man, he said, "I don't know if
that's a good idea, Chief. I mean, my job forces me to keep an emotional distance from a lot of people. I don't know if I want to get any more
emotionally attached to you than ... than I already am."
Blair glanced away, then back at Jim, and smiled sadly. "If you say so. I think that's a shame, though. But ... you know, the offer's there.
Anytime you want me, want to see me or talk to me...."
"I know, Blair. Thank you. You're going to make an excellent husband or life-partner for someone one of these days. I envy the lucky
bastard who finally gets you," Jim said, his own sad smile on his face.
"Right."
They were silent again and then Jim checked the angle of the sun and cursed. He got to his feet and helped Blair to his. "I've gotta take my
turn on watch soon. Hurry up and get dressed, Darwin."
"Careful with that name, Jim," Blair teased as he began pulling on his own clothing when they stopped next to the rock where they'd put
their clothes earlier.
Jim gave him a puzzled glance while slipping on his own clothing. "Why? Don't you like it?"
"I like it just fine. But Darwin means something else other than a reference to the evolutionary."
"It does? Like what?" Jim asked as he finished tying his bootlaces.
"Darwin is Old English for 'beloved friend'. So stick that in your helmet and wear it well," Blair said, flashed a grin at the sentinel, and then
began walking away.
Jim blinked, then snatched up his rifle and hurried after the younger man.
****
The rest of the time in the village passed swiftly and before Blair and Allison knew it, it was time to leave with Jim's unit and rendezvous
with the chopper that was bringing in the new team. The two of them gathered up their stuff and waited as Jim's team gave last minute
instructions and good-byes to the Chopec people. Hugs and gifts were exchanged as the two students looked on. They had already said
goodbye and thanks to the few Chopec they'd interacted with while they were there, so the only thing they could do now was wait.
Incacha and Jim stood off to the side, watching the crowd, and then the shaman turned to Jim and said, "I will see you again someday,
Enqueri. It was good to have you with us for a time."
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"I enjoyed seeing you again, too, Incacha. Although you shouldn't have filled Blair's head with the idea that he's my 'helpmate'. It's not
possible between us; not in our country."
"It is more possible than you know, Enqueri. Not only possible, but it must be so. You are the sentinel; he is your helpmate."
"I'm a *soldier*, Incacha. He is not and will never be."
"And you will always be part of your Arm-ee?"
"I plan on it, yes."
"Plans do not always go the way we want them to."
Jim gave the shaman an irritated look and was met with a calm smile in return. Snorting, he replied, "Be that as it may, I still don't think it
will happen."
"It will, Enqueri. Now that you have met the other half of your soul and have started the bond, you cannot be without him."
"Started the bond? What do you mean?"
"At the waterfall, three days past."
Jim's mouth dropped open. "You watched us?"
Incacha nodded. "I heard a scream. I investigated. I saw you both. It is nothing to be ashamed of, Enqueri."
"I'm *not* ashamed! But ... I didn't hear you..." the soldier muttered, then blushed and glanced away.
The shaman gave him a knowing grin. "You were ... busy."
"Hmph."
Reaching out, Incacha touched Jim's chest over his heart lightly. "Don't deny your heart, Enqueri. Don't deny your soul. It will only lead to
suffering and death for you both."
Jim stepped back, shocked. While he faced that probability most of the time as a soldier, Blair ... well, Jim did not want to go there. Once
had been enough, thank you.
"Go now, Enqueri. It is time for you to return to your own land. Do not forget what you have learned in this one," Incacha said quietly.
Ellison nodded. "I'll miss you, 'Cacha."
"We will meet again."
Nodding again, Jim then turned and walked away from the shaman and over to his unit and the waiting grad students who had their packs
strapped on their backs tightly. "Everyone ready?"
"Sir, yes sir!" the soldiers replied in unison.
"Yeah," chorused the two students.
Jim had to fight to keep from reflexively bellowing at the two of them for a proper reply - now that he'd put himself totally back into a
military mindset - and instead nodded sharply. "All right. Let's move out!"
Quickly, they all left the village, an escort of Chopec warriors going with them.
****
They made good time the first day, detouring around the study group campsite where the bodies of the fallen students and professor were
buried. Allison wanted to make a quick stop, in order to pay respects, but Jim vetoed that idea, saying they had to stay on the move and not
spend more time than they had to. He apologized, but it was necessary that they do this. She had nodded her acceptance and they had
continued.
However, they had to make camp relatively early, despite making excellent time. Allison's leg had been healing, but it still wasn't strong
enough for an all-out run through the jungle. And Blair's shoulder was aching like a bitch of a bag of a thing as well, though he would have
continued with it. Jim called a halt, though, and they set up camp. He refused to bring the students back in worse condition than they should
be in at that stage of healing.
Later that evening, Jim watched as Blair got up from his bedroll. Nearly everyone else was asleep, except for a couple of his soldiers and the
two Chopec warriors who were on sentry duty deeper in the jungle. His eyes met Blair's and when the grad student walked away from the
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camp and into the surrounding foliage, Jim hesitated only briefly before following him.
When they were a good ways away from everyone, Jim reached out and caught the smaller man's arm, bringing them both to a halt. "What
the hell are we doing out here, Sandburg?" he growled.
"For a couple of things," Blair answered. "First, I want to know how your senses are doing. Do you have the dials under control? Is anything
bothering you exceptionally?"
Jim shook his head. "No, the dials are fine. I don't know if I remembered to thank you-"
"You didn't."
"-but, thank you for thinking of the 'dials'. They help a great deal. And nothing is bothering me beyond ordinary stuff."
"Well, it just might when you get to the states. Suddenly, there's gonna be a lot of different odors hanging around; sights and smells and
tastes and textures. You need to really practice with those controls, man."
"Right, got it. What's the other thing bothering you?"
"Who have you decided on to help guide you?"
"Rock. I'm going to have him permanently assigned to me and whatever missions I go on. I can trust him. He already knows about my senses
anyway."
"Well, good luck prying him away from Ally. They're besotted with each other."
"Rock? *Besotted*? With *her*?"
"Why not? She's exactly his type and she really likes him. They're good for each other," Blair stated somewhat indignantly.
Jim sighed and rubbed at his temples. "Great. That's just terrific. Hope she doesn't mind being an Army wife and relocating around
occasionally."
"She's an anthropologist, Jim; she's used to being on the move."
"Right. Well, if that's all-" Ellison began, then stopped when Blair placed his hand flat against his chest, halting him. "Chief?"
"I was ... thinking ... maybe we could ... one last time?" Blair asked quietly.
Trembling slightly, Jim inhaled slowly. "Chief ... Blair, I told you, I don't think it's a good idea..."
"I know, but ... you're the best lover I've ever had, Jim, and I like you a lot. One more time, so I can have some really nice memories of the
Lieutenant Colonel who rescued me and forgave me even when I was an ungrateful ass and then blew my mind. Please?"
For a long moment, Jim was silent. Then, he grinned and carefully set down his rifle. "As I recall, I blew something other than your mind,
Sandburg."
Blair grinned at him in the semi-darkness. "That you did. Care to do it again?"
"Yes," Jim whispered, and gathered the smaller man to him.
Their loving this time was no less passionate, but a little slower than the frantic need from before. Jim blew Blair's mind again - among other
things - and then he took the younger man from behind, claiming the lithe body in the most primal of positions. When Blair came, clenching
spastically around his erection, Jim muffled his yowl with a hand over his lover's mouth. Then he clamped his jaw shut around his own howl
of completion as he shot his load deep inside Blair's body.
When they were done, they carefully got dressed, checking each other over, and then walked back to camp quietly. Before they entered the
camp, Blair gave one last stroke to one of Jim's arms, then moved to his bedroll and bundled up into it as Jim went back to his chosen watch
point, his eyes staying fixed on Blair until the younger man fell asleep.
Leaving Jim with restless thoughts and turbulent emotions.
****
Two and a half days later, they met the chopper carrying the other team at the rendezvous point. The other team had already dropped and
they raced into the surrounding trees to where Jim and the others were waiting. Jim gave hurried instructions that the Chopec warriors would
escort them back to the village and that their escorts could speak English. Not fluently, but enough to understand what was said to them and
to get their own point across. Then he and the others sprinted to where the chopper was waiting with rope ladders lowered. Blair and Allison
were sent up first with the others swarming up after them. Gear was stowed and everyone was belted in as the chopper immediately swung
up and over the jungle and headed towards Lima once everyone was aboard.
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It was many hours before Blair and Allison, sharing a room on base, saw Jim or Rock again. They were confined to quarters, so the two of
them were playing their second round of Gin Rummy when the Rangers appeared.
"Jim! Rock! Hey, guys," Blair said with a grin after answering the door at the knock.
"May we come in?" Jim asked politely.
"Yeah, sure, come on in. What's up?" he asked, stepping back to let the two soldiers in.
They entered, Jim nodding at Allison while Rock went over with a grin and leaned down to hug her, which she returned with a wide smile.
"We'll all be flying out tomorrow for Washington. We'll be landing at one of the air force bases near Fort Lewis. From there we'll catch a
helicopter flight to Fort Lewis. Each of us will have to go through a debriefing. The Chancellor at Rainier has been contacted by now and
apprised of your situation. There will be a media blackout as far as any Army participation. You will be advised to state that members of the
local tribe found you, patched you up, and then escorted you out of the jungle. From there you made it to Lima and then contacted the local
police. You were routed through channels and since there was a military flight leaving for Washington the next day, you were placed on
board. After your debriefing tomorrow, you'll be driven back to Rainier University. Is any of that unacceptable to you?" Jim asked quietly.
Blair and Allison looked at each other, then shook their heads. "We ... would tell the truth, ordinarily, but we understand why we can't. And
it's not a criminal cover-up; we know that what you're doing is doing more good than bad in the scheme of things. So, we'll tell the story
you've given us," Ally said.
"That's my girl," Rock said with a small smile, taking her hand in his.
Blair and Jim looked at each other for a long moment, everything they wanted to say but were unable to was in their eyes.
"Well," the Lt. Col. said after a while, and he got to his feet. Rock immediately followed.
"Lights out pretty soon. We'll see you tomorrow morning. Good night; sleep tight, both of you," Ellison said pleasantly.
"Right."
"Sure, thanks."
With a nod, Jim was gone. Rock paused to nod to Blair and smile at Ally, and then he was gone, too.
With a sigh, Blair lay back on his bed and stared at the ceiling. Very soon, now, he wouldn't even be able to see Jim anymore. He was not
looking forward to it.
"Hey, Blair?" came the soft voice from the bed next to his.
"Yeah, Ally?"
"You really have a thing for him, don't you?"
He blinked and rolled over to look at the young woman who was stretched out on the other bed. "Say what?"
"Ellison. You've got a thing for him. You're in love with him," she said quietly.
He thought for a brief moment about denying it, then nodded mutely.
"Damn. Poor guy. It must suck, being in love with him and knowing he's in love with you, and the two of you probably never getting
together again. Although you might, if my plans for seeing Rock again means that Jim might be around-"
"What do you mean, he's in love with me?" Blair demanded.
Ally grinned at him. "Don't be coy, Blair. Anyone can see by looking at the two of you together that he cares very much about you, and vice
versa. What? You can't tell?"
He shook his head. "I know we're friends, but he said he doesn't want to be emotionally attached to me any more than he already is."
She grinned wider. "Blair, ol' buddy, ol' pal, that sounds like the classic case of someone who is already in love and is playing the role of
self-sacrificing hero."
His jaw plunked down and his eyes widened. "What? No way! You're kidding, right?"
"Blair, come on. You *have* been around the block a few times, right? Don't you recognize any of this?"
The young man fell back on his bed and stared at the ceiling as he thought long and hard about it. Finally, he whispered, "Holy shit!" when
he realized Ally was correct.
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"See? Told ya," she teased.
"Oh, pipe down. I know that. I just can't stand the fact that it's too late to do anything about it."
"What do you mean?"
"After tomorrow, I'll never see him again. If I go down to Fort Lewis asking to see him, he'll give orders not to let me in. And he'll never
come looking for me. Rock, on the other hand, is going to be sniffing around you as much as he can. You're the lucky one in this adventure,
Ally. You've found your man and you get to keep him, too."
She looked at her friend with a saddened expression. "Oh, Blair. I'm sorry. I didn't know things were so difficult for you."
He sighed. "Yeah, well-" Just then, a bell rang once through the building they were in and he groaned and stood up. "Lights out. Come on,
let's sack out before someone comes to yell at us."
Already in sleep clothes, they quickly turned down the blankets on their beds and turned out the lights. A few moments later, they paused as
they heard the strains of evening "Taps" floating through the air and for just a minute, tears welled in their eyes as they thought of the
friends that were still buried out in the jungle and gave silent prayers for them.
The excitement and energy of the day caught up with them and before long, they were both sound asleep.
****
The flight to Washington was uneventful and before Blair or Allison knew it, they were landing at the air force base. Hurriedly, they all piled
into the helicopter that was waiting to transport them and soon they were landing at Fort Lewis.
Jim sighed as he climbed out of the chopper and helped Blair down while Rock helped Ally. The two Rangers escorted the students over to
the jeep that was waiting to take them to one of the civilian debriefing rooms in a building on the far side of the Fort. Jim and Rock returned
the salutes the two soldiers waiting at the jeep gave them, and then Rock said goodbye to Ally, promising that he would write and call.
Giving her a quick hug, he then said, "'Bye, Sandburg. It was nice meeting you." Then he turned and walked away.
Jim glanced down at the young man who stood before him as one of the soldiers helped Ally into the jeep while the other stowed her and
Blair's gear. Sighing, he held out his hand. "It was an honor and a privilege to meet you, Mr. Sandburg. Good luck in your future endeavors."
Blair smiled up at his friend as he shook the proffered hand. "Nice use of ten-dollar words, Lt. Col. Further proof that Army grunts aren't
just grunts. Thanks. It was nice meeting you as well. And good luck to you, too." He was silent for a moment, then said sentinel soft, "I guess
this is goodbye, isn't it?"
Jim nodded. "I won't forget you, Chief," he murmured.
"Well, that's good to know. So, see you around, man."
"Yep. Take care of yourself ... Darwin," Jim said with a grin. Patting Blair once on his uninjured shoulder, he then turned around and walked
away.
And never looked back.
Blair watched him go with a heavy heart, then turned and climbed into the jeep, thanking the soldier who offered a steadying hand and then
he and Ally were being whisked away across the fort grounds. When her hand curled around his, he gripped her fingers firmly in silent
gratitude for her support.
****
Jim sighed as he walked towards his home on the grounds of Fort Lewis. He lived over in the housing development. He could have stayed in
the Officer's Quarters, but he figured that after all he'd done in the line of duty, he deserved to have a real home.
It didn't feel like one, though. It hadn't for months. Not since a certain longhaired anthropologist had come into his life and then gone out of
it.
"Jim! Sir, wait up!" a voice called out, and he stopped and turned, then smiled with mild amusement when he noticed that Rock was still at
least five blocks away from him. He waited as the captain jogged towards him, then slowed to a walk. Turning, Jim paused until Rock was
beside him and then continued walking towards his house.
"Hey, Rock. Something important come up?" Jim asked politely as he pulled out his keys and unlocked the door to his home.
"You could say so, sir," Cunningham replied with a grin as he followed the older man inside, shutting and locking the door behind them. He
was wearing cammies, not a dress uniform like Jim, so he waited until Jim had hung up his jacket and removed his hat before adding, "I've
decided to ask Allison to marry me."
Ellison swung around in surprise. After a moment, he started grinning, then chuckled. He held out his hand as he said, "Good job, soldier. I
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was wondering how long it would take you to realize you'd better snag her quick before somebody else did!"
Rock laughed as he shook his CO's hand. "Thanks, Jim. I was wondering ... would you be offended if I asked you to be my best man at the
wedding?"
"*Offended*? Hell, I'd mind if I *wasn't* asked! Why did you think I would be offended, Rock? We're buddies, aren't we?"
"Yeah, Jim, except ... you know Sandburg will be at the wedding."
Jim froze. That little detail *had* slipped his mind. After a moment, he said carefully, "I see." Turning, he walked away, entering the kitchen
and hearing the other man following him in. "Would you like some coffee? I'm making fresh."
"The special roast? Sure, I'd love some. It's been a while since I've had decent coffee."
"Oh, really? Why is that?" Jim asked as he began to make the coffee.
"I've been scrimping for a while, if you have to know. Had to get some great rings for Ally."
"Hmm. Makes sense. So, let's see them."
With a grin, Rock dug the small gray box out of his chest pocket and handed it over to Jim. Without a word, Ellison opened the box and
smiled at the two rings nestled in the fabric within. A small gold band that had a tiny, though perfect diamond nestled in the setting was
clearly the engagement ring. The other ring was a slightly larger gold band that had tiny gemstones circling it. He studied it for a moment,
letting his sight go deep enough to enjoy the color and clarity, then pulled back and looked at his friend. "They're beautiful. Why the
gemstones?"
"Well," Cunningham said as he took the box back, "the gemstones are each of the stones attributed to every month of the year, but they
symbolize certain things. Thought she'd get a kick out of that, being an anthropologist."
"Uh-huh. What do they symbolize?"
"Um. Lessee: Garnet is for constancy; Amethyst is for sincerity; Aquamarine is for courage; I left out the diamond because that's in her
engagement ring, but it's for innocence. Emerald is for love and success; Pearl is for health and longevity; Ruby is for contentment; Peridot
is for marriage success; Sapphire is for clear thinking; Opal is for hope; Topaz is for fidelity; and Turquoise is for prosperity."
"Very nice. It's probably cost you most of your savings and part of each paycheck, right?" Jim teased as he got up to fix their coffee and
then handed a mug to his friend.
"All of my savings and only a small amount for the last five paychecks, thanks," Rock shot back.
The two of them laughed and sipped slowly at their coffee. Finally, Rock put down his mug and stared hard at Jim. "So, you won't back out
of being my best man because Sandburg's going to be there?"
"No. Why would I?" Ellison replied calmly.
"Because I know how much he means to you and forgive the frankness, Jim, but I think you're being an idiot by staying away from him."
"I didn't ask you for your opinion, Cunningham."
"No, but I'm giving it just the same. You deserve my honesty if I'm going to be your substitute guide, Jim."
"You *are* my guide, Rock."
"No, I'm not, man. We both know Sandburg is your real guide. You respond to him like you never have with me and that's all right. I don't
swing that way, anyway."
Jim froze, then looked hard at his friend. "What are you saying?"
"Jim ... I followed you and Sandburg that night you both snuck out of camp when we left the Chopec village. I left when it was obvious
where things were headed, but your relationship with him suddenly made a lot of sense. Why you were so close to him even though you
barely knew him. Why you were so drawn to him. And it's okay, man. Don't ask, don't tell, I know. I've never breathed a word about it to
anyone, not even Ally, but I think she knows anyway. You and I are the only ones who have discussed this, I swear. I'm already keeping a
lot of secrets for you; this is one more that I can keep."
"Jesus!" Ellison bellowed as he leaped out of his chair. "First Incacha, now you ... was there *anybody* who didn't get a peepshow from the
two of us?!"
"Incacha saw you? When?!"
Jim stopped pacing, his face flushing red. "That night, that you saw us ... it wasn't our first time together."
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"Oh." Mildly embarrassed for his friend and CO, Rock let the topic go. After a while, he said, "So, you'll still be my best man? It would mean
a lot to me to have you stand up with me, Jim."
"Of course I'll stand up with you. Don't be an idiot," Jim snapped.
Rock laughed. "Sir, yes sir. Of course, sir."
"Asshole."
"You bet."
They were silent for a little while longer and then Rock said quietly, "He really misses you, Jim. He hasn't said anything, but it's obvious. He
tries not to be, whenever I talk about you, but it's clear he's hungry for news of you. A lot like the way you get whenever I talk about him if
I've seen him after I've come back from seeing Ally. He wants to know how you're doing, but won't ask beyond how your senses are doing. I
fill him in on the rest. Ally says he's different from how he used to be before Peru."
"Big surprise, Rock. His study team was murdered and he was injured. It's only recently the bodies were brought back for burial in the
States. I'm damned lucky that our media center fields the press. They keep calling for interviews and so on."
"Right, but it's more than that, Ally says. She said he used to be so hyper and excited that he'd wear people out just by looking at him. That
he would talk constantly, about anything and everything, and be involved in so many projects people weren't sure whether or not he was
quite human to have that much energy. She says nowadays, he attends classes or teaches them - he's a teaching fellow, remember? - and
helps out on a few projects and mainly keeps to himself otherwise. Doesn't go out much, hardly ever dates - she said that was *really* odd -
and is quiet a lot of the time - which has people worried, according to her. She said he told her that Blair had been advised to go for
counseling sessions at least fifteen times in the first two months alone!"
"Rock ... I know you mean well, but drop it, okay? I know he's missing me. Just like I'm missing him. And ... it might not be a problem for
much longer," Ellison said quietly.
That got the captain's attention. "Oh? Why's that?"
"I was just coming back from a meeting with Colonel Sullivan. He said it was obvious that burnout was catching up with me. He's put me on
leave for a couple of weeks; told me to go out and get some R & R and decide whether or not I really wanted to continue in the Army."
"Holy shit! He said that? But you've done your duty each time we've been sent out-"
"Yes. He said my record of service was exemplary, but it was clear that I'm unraveling. My 'dispiritedness' is becoming really obvious. So he
wants me to get my head straightened out before I crash and burn."
"Huh. So, what are you going to do?" Rock asked.
Jim was silent for a long time, then gave a short laugh. Draining the last of his coffee, he said, "It's kind of surprising, really. Since I was a
teenager, I knew that I wanted to be career Army. That was it; just into the Army and fight, fight, fight, fight, fight, die. Never really thought
of being anything else. But you know? In college, I minored in economics and business, among a few other things. I would make a good
businessman. My father ... he's a born businessman. And arrogant, too. He's got enough arrogance to choke a horse. So I'm figuring that I
might go into business and give him a little competition. I'm not exactly a poor man, Rock. I inherited a trust fund when I was twenty-five
and I've barely touched it. And then there was the backpay from that first mission to Peru, and my savings have really built up. I could easily
go into business and make a killing there. And I could put the profits to good use."
"What kind of business?" Rock wanted to know.
"I dunno. Haven't thought that far, yet. I'm gonna call my father, let him know about all this, and see what his reaction is. It's be good for the
old man to get a boot in the ass and wake him out of his complacency," Jim said with a wicked grin.
"Hah! Knowing you, he's going to have a size 11 shit-stomper so far up his butt that he'll have to drop his pants to say hello."
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Jim howled with laughter, then, at the image of kicking his father's ass so hard that his tailbone was up between his shoulder blades.
Rock joined in, pleased that he'd gotten the Lt. Col. to unwind enough to belly laugh.
****
Blair answered the intercom and when he heard Ally identify herself, he got up and opened the door to the warehouse. He immediately fell
back a few steps, his arms automatically wrapping around her, when she leaped inside and hugged him hard. "Ally! Whoa, girl! What the
hell...?"
"Blair! Blair! *Look*!" she squealed, and held her left hand up in front of his face.
He blinked, then pushed her hand back far enough so he could see clearly, then grinned widely. "Rock got serious, huh?"
She beamed, hugging him again so hard that he *oofed*! and fought to loosen her arms so he could breathe. "Yep! Decided to make an
Army wife out of me!"
"Shouldn't that be 'decent woman'?" Blair teased.
"There's no fun in that," she teased back, then let him go so he could shut the door. Following him into his living space, she added, "Guess
what else?"
"I'm almost afraid to; I don't think my ribs can take it," he muttered.
"Jim is going to be his best man!"
Blair froze in his tracks. Finally, he turned to look at her. "What?"
"I said, Jim is going to be his best man at the wedding. And you *know* you're invited! I'd make you one of my bridesmaids if I could get
away with it-"
"If you even *try* putting me in a dress, that wedding day will never arrive," Blair growled threateningly.
"Spoilsport. Anyway, since my folks are dead ... I was wondering, would you give me away?" Ally asked with a shy grin.
Sandburg felt his heart melt and he sighed. "Of course I will. But don't you think Professor Buckner..."
"No. He's a nice guy, Blair, but we're not friendly enough for me to ask him to do that. You and I are, though. So, you sure you wanna give
me away?"
"I've been trying to for years and yet you keep coming back," he teased, then ducked the playful whap she aimed for his head.
"Yeah, well, this time Rock gets to keep me. Okay, then! The wedding is in two months, June 10th. It'll be held at the Fort Lewis chapel.
Either a suit, a tux, or an Army uniform, depending on which one you either feel better with or *have* to wear," she said with a grin.
"I don't have a suit."
"Guess that means you're renting a tux, then. That's fine with me; you look totally delicious in one anyway, with your hair pulled back. I've
seen you, remember?"
"Yeah, but-"
"Blair, if it's a matter of money, you know I'll give it as a gift."
"It's not money. It's..."
"Jim. Him, being there. When you haven't seen or heard from him in so long."
"Yeah."
She sighed. "Blair, I'm sorry. I don't know what to do. If you really don't want to be there; if it will be too difficult for you-"
He turned to her and wrapped her up in a hug. Pulling back, he grinned at her. "Hush up, Ally. I'll be there with bells on, and you know it.
No way I'd miss an event like this!"
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I don't want to explain to a hospital surgeon why some crazy woman wearing a wedding dress tracked me down and crammed her
bridal bouquet where the sun don't shine. I'd probably be told that I deserve it for being so stupid!" he laughed.
She snorted. "Funny, shorty."
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Blair grinned. "Yeah, I thought so. So ... June 10th? Great. I'll have enough time to get money saved up for the tux and a few other things.
Just don't forget to invite me to the rehearsal, okay?"
"Hah! As if!"
"Really? You wouldn't believe the interesting story Daphne told me about how you helped her with her wedding..."
The teasing went on from there, but always in the back of Blair's mind was the nervous thought of seeing Jim Ellison again.
****
TWO MONTHS LATER
Jim sighed as he looked around the neighborhood that housed Blair's warehouse home. *Lord, what a dump. And someone like Sandburg
lives here? What is that kid thinking?*
Shaking his head, he walked up the steps leading to the door and pressed the intercom. He waited for a few moments, then pressed again. A
moment later, a buzz came back and a voice crackled out of the speaker. *"Hello! May I help you?"*
"Chief? It's me ... Jim. Jim Ellison."
There was dead silence for a long, long moment, and then Blair spoke again just as Jim was starting to get truly nervous. *"Uh ... yeah. Um,
hi. Okay, hold on and I'll let you in."*
The intercom clicked off and then Jim heard the faint buzz of whatever security system was in place shut off. Footsteps inside drew closer
and then locks turned in the door. A few seconds later, it was open and Jim was looking down at the younger man for the first time in
months. Smiling somewhat sheepishly, he said, "Ah, hi, Chief. May I come in?"
Blair nodded and stepped back, inviting the sentinel inside.
Once Ellison had stepped in and walked away a few feet, Blair shut the door and re-locked it, then turned and walked past the larger man,
leading the way deeper into the warehouse. When he reached the end table by the couch, he flipped a couple of switches and Jim heard the
buzz of the security system click on again. Looking around, Jim noted that the warehouse was big and drafty, with only a small section
occupied by Blair. He was about to comment on the haphazard arrangement of clothes and furniture when there was a loud snap, a chilling
squeak of pain, and then scurrying in the darkened corners. "What was that? Mice?"
Blair grinned and shook his head, his blue eyes dancing behind his glasses. "No, definitely not mice. Rats. Mice are like cute and small, but
these ... *these*!" He held his hands about two feet apart and grimaced.
"How can you live like this?" Jim demanded.
"Where else am I going to find 10,000 sq. ft. for only $850 a month?" Blair countered.
They stood in silence, simply looking at each other, and then the younger man gestured at the clothing the sentinel wore. "You're out of
uniform."
Jim blinked, looked down at his jeans and T-shirt and light jacket, nodded. "Yeah. Well, that's part of what I came to see you about."
"Oh?"
Jim nodded.
"Huh. You want anything to drink?"
"Beer, if you got it," the older man replied.
"They're in the fridge, man; help yourself," Blair said with a grin, gesturing at the old model fridge humming not so quietly in the kitchen
area along the wall.
Ellison gave the younger man a smirky grin, then moved to get one for himself. "You want one?" he called back.
"Sure; thanks."
Bringing the beer back over to the couch, he settled down on one side of the sofa while Blair took the other, handing the student a bottle.
Once they were uncapped and a healthy swig had been taken from each, Jim cleared his throat and sighed. Finally, taking a deep breath, he
began.
"Well, Chief, I've had a long time to think of things. Mainly about the two of us. Now, before I go any farther, let me say this: I have a
difficult time talking and getting my feelings out in the open. If you'll bear with me, I'll say what I'm getting at eventually; just give me time,
okay?"
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"Okay," Sandburg said with a nod.
"All right. So, I've been thinking for these past few months about us. About how I'm missing you so much it really doesn't make sense,
considering how briefly we were together. But I'm missing you like I'd miss some vital body part that I depended on for functioning one
hundred percent. And I know you've been missing me, Chief. I've been keeping updated on you."
"Rock."
"Yeah. He trades information back and forth between us pretty good, I'm guessing. But here's what I'm getting at. Before we left the village,
Incacha warned me to not attempt living without you. That you're my guide and no one else, and it would hurt us both - maybe even kill us -
if we were separated from each other. Especially after we ... made love."
Blair smiled, a soft, teasing smile. "Bet that killed you to use such a romantic phrase," he said quietly, gesturing at the sentinel's slightly pink
face.
Ellison glared at the younger man. "Okay, after we both fucked raw, happy now?"
"Well, you needn't be so vulgar..."
"Shut up, Sandburg. I'm trying to get a point across here," Jim growled, irritated.
Hiding a smile behind his beer bottle, Blair gestured for the older man to continue.
"Okay, so he warned me, but I didn't take it too seriously. Claimed that it would have to be like this because I'm Army and you're not and
that's the way it would be. He asked if I would always be in the Army. At the time, I was very, very sure."
Blair blinked, startled. He sat up straighter on the sofa, a worried frown crossing his face. "You're saying you're not in the Army anymore?"
Jim shrugged and glanced away. "I haven't resigned yet, but after Rock and Ally's wedding in a week, I'll leave. And you know what? I'm not
upset about it. It's my choice and it was made because of lots of factors, not just the fact that I'm missing my guide and ... hopefully, my
partner."
Sitting back, Blair pondered that. "Huh. What factors?"
"Well, I was getting a serious case of burn out. I'd do my work, go on missions, but I was losing interest seriously. I dunno, maybe I've had
all the death and dying I can take for a while. But it became really obvious that I was - am - very tired, and I would like to do something
different with my life, now. So, I called my old man."
"You *what*? I thought you said they didn't care!" Blair said, shocked.
Jim shrugged again, then grinned. "Turns out I was wrong. At least, sort of. Ahhh, I dunno. Anyway, my old man is a businessman. Maybe
you've heard of Ellison Enterprises?"
Blair nodded. "Yeah! They're a world-wise company and one of the first to work *with* the indigenous peoples in some of their foreign
plants rather than mow right over them ... holy shit. You're saying that your father is...?"
"The CEO of that corporation. Yeah. Anyway, I told him I was thinking about leaving the Army and going into business for myself. That he
could use the competition. He blew his cork, but we actually got to talking - although it did turn into a shouting match on more than a few
occasions - and he admitted that he was glad to see me again. I don't really want to talk about the whole thing right now, Chief, I'm sorry. A
lot of it is personal and I'm still having trouble believing it..."
"No, no, man. That's all right, I understand. Keep going? Please?" Blair asked softly.
Jim trembled slightly at the soft, pleading look in those blue eyes and that luscious mouth, but nodded and kept going. "Anyway, it finally
boiled down to the fact that I had no need to go into business against my father because he's planning to retire anyway. Since I have a
business degree from college, I'll know what I'm doing. Dad would like it very much if I joined up with Steven, my younger brother, to be
co-CEOs of the company. I've agreed. All the paperwork is being done up by both Ellison Enterprises - for when I take over, with Steven -
and the Army, for when I leave. I'm not exactly a poor man, Chief. I've got some back pay from that first stint in Peru, following the crash
and the loss of my team. And my savings are built up. And now being a CEO ... well, I'm well off."
"What are you getting at, Jim?" Blair asked quietly.
"I told my father that there is someone I love very much who I plan on asking to become a big part of my life. I told him that person is a man
... you. He took it better than I thought he would. Apparently, he's had a few wild flings in his own youth as a bisexual man. Let me tell you,
that was a complete surprise to me. I never in my life would have thought my father was anything other than straight. Anyway, what I'm
getting at is, I would be honored and privileged beyond words - and utterly grateful, being the romantic sap that I am - if you would be my
life-partner? Live with me? Help me in some aspects of the company?"
"Why?"
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Jim blinked. "Why? Well ... because you're an anthropologist, that's why! You know so much about people and places ... I figure you can
easily help out with the environmental corps in the company and come up with how many creative new ideas and programs about just about
*anything*. I mean, I *know* how smart you are-"
"You couldn't know that unless you had me checked out by running a search through your Army computers or by having Rock do a little
snooping, you couldn't know that! All we talked about in Peru was mainly the sentinel stuff and me apologizing for being a total ass!" Blair
commented.
"It ... ah ... was a bit of both, actually," Jim replied.
"The search thing *and* Rock?"
"Uh-huh."
"Damn." Blair was silent for a long moment, then finally sighed. "Okay. But that's not the 'why' I was talking about. I meant, why do you
want me to be your life-partner? Because I'm your guide?"
"Partly. But it's more than just that, Blair." Jim scooted closer on the sofa and held the younger man's eyes with his own for many seconds.
"It's the way I feel about you. I fell in love with you, Blair. Back in Peru and it's only gotten stronger these last few months. Yeah, Rock has
helped me out as a guide and done a good enough job that he could be my guide permanently, but I want *you*. I want *you* near me
constantly. Whether you're my guide or not has nothing to do with it, really; I love you, Blair Sandburg. I want you to be mine and live with
me. I'll be yours, too, you know." That last was added with a somewhat shy grin.
Blair was silent for a long moment, then slowly smiled. "I don't want to be a kept man. I'm working on my doctorate."
"I heard, but come on, why waste your time on that dry topic of American social structures when you could write on your favorite topic of
sentinels?" Jim bated him.
Sandburg blinked. "Excuse me?"
"Uh-huh."
"Uh, Jim, *no*. I couldn't. I don't see how, not without exposing you and that would be dangerous-"
"Dangerous for Jim Ellison, yes; for *Enqueri*, though, it's a different story entirely." A wicked smile on his face, the sentinel snickered.
"Hear me out. One of the things I wanted to tell you is that Ellison Enterprises is getting ready to open up a new plant down in Peru, near
Lima. The name Enqueri is not known by anyone except the men from my team who were down there and the Chopec. Before we left, it
was made clear to all of them that Enqueri must never be revealed to anyone else because of my gifts. So, the name has remained silent.
When I take over the Enterprises with Steven, I'm going to head down there to oversee the plant production personally. Who better than me,
right? If you're my life partner, I can take you with me and while you're down there, you can 'meet' Enqueri and write about him and give
*that* to your dissertation committee to chew on, sadly explaining how not long after, 'Enqueri' was killed because of an accident during a
zone-out. I'll ask the Chopec to give 'Enqueri' a funeral and give me a new name. They'll do it, as they'll understand the need for it. So you
can get your information about sentinels and still leave out anything leading to me."
"That sounds really unethical, that does," Blair said. Then he grinned. "But it's a damned good plan. I can see why you made it to the rank of
Lieutenant Colonel already!"
"So, you'll agree? Move in with me? Share my life?" Jim asked, feeling his stomach knot with nervousness he wasn't at all sure he could bear
up under.
Smiling, Blair scooted closer and wrapped his arms around his sentinel's neck. "Of course I will. I love you, too."
Grinning widely, Jim hugged his guide to him tightly for a long while. Then he pulled back and began kissing the younger man softly.
Between kisses, he whispered, "Are you aware of the fact that Incacha is a shaman?"
"Um, yes, had noticed that," Blair replied a bit distractedly as he began working at Jim's belt, trying to loosen it.
"That means he can officiate at wedding ceremonies among the Chopec. And they have no laws against same-sex marriages," Jim said softly
as he slid his hands under the T-shirt Blair wore.
Sandburg went still and they pulled back enough to clearly see into each other's eyes.
"Are you ... asking me to marry you, Jim?" the guide asked quietly.
Jim nodded. "Yeah. I don't want anything less. I know the marriage won't ever be recognized in America - other than Hawaii, that is - but I
want you to be my partner in everything, Chief. And I'd like to make it official."
"My God. So much, so quickly, when we haven't seen each other in so long..." Blair moaned.
"But we never stopped loving each other, did we, baby? Or stop thinking of the other?" Jim prompted, moving to pull the shirt off his lover's
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body.
"No, never," Sandburg swore fervently.
"Then is it a problem?"
"No. I want to marry you, Jim Ellison."
"Good, because I want to marry you, Blair Sandburg."
Grinning at each other, they then devoted all their attention to their lovemaking, knowing that they had months of loneliness to make up for
and plenty of time now to do it in. Everything else would take care of itself, now that Sentinel and Guide were together again, for good.
THE END




Kay-Gee Hobby and Toy's semi-annual half-price clearance sale was less than thirty minutes away. "Sharon, here's the last of them," Tootie
Horn called. She emerged from the storeroom clutching a swaying tower of dusty boxes.
"Great," Sharon said and together they began marking them down. "Hey, where'd this come from?" Sharon held up a battered box, a pair of
crystal blue eyes could just be seen beneath a film of grime. "Sentinel Jim? They don't make him anymore. He must have been back there a
long time."
"Oh well," Tootie said with a laugh, "that's why we have clearance sales, to get rid of junk!" They slapped a $5 sticker on his box and tossed
it into the bin with the other unwanted merchandise.
Naomi Sandburg considered the incense burner shaped like a starfish, and the necklace made of healing crystals. Buying for her twenty-five
year old son was getting harder each year. She turned away and almost stumbled over a clearance bin, all items marked $5. She dug through
a variety of things, none of them what she wanted until her hand closed on a slightly crushed box. "Sentinel Jim." It had been years since her
son had asked for a doll, she could just imagine his face when she presented him with it now. She rubbed some of the dirt off the box and
peered inside. Sentinel Jim had obviously been made with the Ideal Man in mind; his body was sculpted to show generous muscle without
being too bulky, his face had classic lines and the eyes - the eyes were gorgeous blue and almost lifelike. "You're coming with me,
handsome," she murmured.
At the counter the clerk grinned, "Your little boy will love this."
"I'm sure he will," Naomi replied. "I am curious about something though. I see you have other Jim dolls, why's this one so cheap?"
The woman's mega-watt smile dimmed and she glanced around before answering. "Yes, Jim is a popular doll. Biker Jim is the best seller of
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the bunch. We use to carry Detective Jim but he was recalled after complaints," the clerk admitted. "His gun kept falling out of his hand.
Then they made Porn Star Jim but ran into trouble in the Bible Belt. I can't tell you how many little girls in Missouri and Nebraska were
disappointed last Christmas. Now Maytel only makes Biker Jim, Ex-Con Jim, and Soldier Jim."
"No more Sentinel Jim?"
"To tell the truth, this one was discontinued years ago. Parents complained he was too much trouble."
Naomi blinked, "Too much trouble? What exactly do you mean?"
"Well," the clerk began, "Sentinel Jim is made from a revolutionary new material - it's very realistic, but he tends to get hives if exposed to
certain things. Don't get felt tip marker on him, and none of those tattoo things either, and for heaven's sake never clean him with certain
brands of bottled water!"
"Oh, Blair would never….."
"And you've got to keep him away from Assassin Barbee!" Naomi's stunned expression prompted the clerk to explain in detail. "Assassin
Barbee is another Maytel doll, part of the "talk show" line. Someone in production got tired of making Teacher Barbee and Librarian Barbee
so they manufactured Hooker Barbee with Vice Cop Kenny, Lesbian Barbee, who wears Kenny's clothes, and Homeless Barbee, she has her
own cardboard box. Then to balance the scale they made Assassin Barbee, Thief Barbee, and Sleeping with her Husband's Best Friend
Barbee but Sentinel Jim reacts badly with those. I think it's in the interactive chip."
"Is- is there anything else I should know?" Naomi asked in a trembling voice.
"Your son doesn't have Sentinel Alex, does he?"
Naomi left the shop carrying her parcel, walking with care to avoid triggering Sentinel Jim's "Amazing interactive Hyper-senses". She wasn't
exactly sure what those were but the clerk had pointed to the thick instruction book included and referred her to page 307. Environmental
stimuli. According to the manual Sentinel Jim would react to his surroundings with one of the 3000 phrases programmed into his memory. So
far he'd scolded her for bumping his bag in a surprisingly realistic voice. 'The more you interact with him,' the clerk had informed her, 'the
more he'll say. He'll even use your son's name or a colorful nickname.' God help her son.
***
Blair Sandburg opened the door to his apartment. "Mom! What a great surprise, I wasn't expecting….."
"Here," Naomi shoved the package into his hands, and turned to leave.
"Mom? Where are you going?"
"As far away from Interactive-Real-Life-Assassin-Sentinel stuff as I can!" She fled for the elevator, calling, "love you sweetie, happy
birthday," just before the doors closed. Blair stared at the spot she'd been for a moment before turning his attention to his gift. "God, what's
she bought now?" He wondered. Once, on his tenth birthday when he'd begged for a microscope Naomi had brought home a macramé kit,
another time he'd gotten a set of Tarot cards instead of a book on Pre-Columbian myths he'd desired. Years of bizarre gifts had taught him
not to ask for anything at all, and just shove whatever he got into the back of the closet until Naomi's annual visit rolled back around.
He closed his apartment door, carried the box to the table and slowly unwrapped it. Dust floated in the late afternoon sun as he finally
uncovered the worn box containing the doll. "Sentinel Jim?" Blair scratched his head, turning the box first one way then the other so that he
could read the incredible claims Maytel held for their product. The instruction book fell out, landing on his foot with a weighty thud. "Shit!"
"Watch you're mouth, sonny."
"What? Who said that?" Blair jerked to his feet, scanning his small room with wide eyes. There was no one behind him. "Too much
caffeine," he muttered to himself. Blair picked up the Sentinel manual, flipped through the pages until his eye caught on the chapter - SO
YOU WANT TO BE A GUIDE. He spent two hours reading and all the while Sentinel Jim sat in his box, staring out at the man who would
soon direct his life.
***
Jim sighed and immediately regretted the action, dust billowed up in a gray cloud, choking him. He sneezed, once, twice, three times. His
new owner Blair, what a name, didn't even spare him a glance. Blair had been absorbed by the guide book for hours now and Jim was
beginning to think he'd made a mistake. It hadn't seemed like one when the red-headed looker had walked in to Kay-Gee. No, that Naomi
woman's aura had rung all his bells. Jim had known right then, that she would deliver him to his destination.
And now he was sitting in his box, without so much as a Corn Patch Kid to talk to. Boring! What was wrong with this guy? He'd just been
given an amazing new gift and he was reading the instructions! Everyone knew instructions were to be filed in a drawer and forgotten for
twenty years, and remembered only then because you were looking for an important document which without knowing you'd tossed ten
years earlier. Jim glared at his companion, wanting nothing more than to spout one of the inventive lines he knew but he couldn't. Not until
the guy started talking to him. Being Sentinel Jim had never been so difficult.
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"Okay, it says I should tell you my name," Blair said. He bent down, cracked open the top of the box and pulled Jim out by his head.
Sentinel Jim resisted screaming only because his programmer had inserted a Strong But Silent chip. Still when Blair held him close to his face
and shouted "I'M BLAIR SANDBURG" at the top of his lungs, Sentinel Jim wished he'd been given two chips.
"You don't have to bellow, Chief," he warned, slapping the side of his ringing head, "I'm not deaf. At least I wasn't until a second ago."
"My god, you really talk!" Blair dropped him and only cat like reflexes saved Jim from having his bendable legs bent the wrong way.
"Of course I talk! Are you an idiot? Have you just been staring at the pictures?" Jim climbed to his feet, dusted off his "jungle wear" and
stood with his hands on his hips. "I'm interactive, remember? You talk, I talk. It's part of the program, Sandburg."
"But - but, you sound so - lifelike."
"So do you." Jim walked across the table, looking at the big apartment. "Nice place, kid. I see you've got plenty of room for my stuff."
"Stuff? What stuff?"
"My accessories," Jim told him. He pointed to the box he'd been in. "See, I come with the Action Pack. There's my other clothes, a cell
phone, fishing gear, a lab for experiments," he shot Sandburg a stern look, "which we won't be using. I've also got the optional truck. I had a
gun but I dropped it a few years ago…."
"Let me get this straight," Blair said. He put his elbows on the table, resting his chin in his hands so that they were on eye level. "You are a
doll?"
Sentinel Jim scowled, "I'm an *action figure*!"
"But you're so - real!"
"As far as I know, I'm the last of my kind," Jim explained. "I've been imprisoned in that damn cardboard box for ages. I knew someday I'd
find the right person, a person I could be myself with," he smiled at Blair, a dazzling smile that has the kid grinning along with him. "You're
it, Sport. You're who I've been waiting for all along."
Blair reached down, extending his hand, palm up. Jim stepped into it and was lifted high. "A real live Sentinel." His eyes roamed Jim's face
and his smile grew even brighter, "and you're damn good looking too. Is there anything else I should know about you?"
Sentinel Jim grinned. He blessed Blair with his sultriest look. "Well, I'm anatomically correct and if you soak me overnight in warm water I'll
grow 6 times my current height."
The End
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Professor Sandburg drove to the mechanic's garage, hoping he would make it the entire way before his poor classic car broke down
completely. When he rounded the corner he saw the sign and sighed. * Thank God. * Looking up, he saw a big sign saying, Guardian
Automotive. We watch out for you and we protect your car. This was one of the main reason's Blair had chosen this place. His study had
been on Sentinel's and they were called Guardian's of the Tribe. It was like this place was calling to him.
Driving up, he parked, shut the car off and got out. He walked around to the back and saw the garage doors open for the day even though it
was only seven in the morning. * Man, this is like good karma. * Blair thought to himself. Then he saw the owner walk out into the garage
and Blair found himself staring. The man was built like no one he'd ever seen before. He had no shirt on under his overall's making him look
super sexy. *Wait a fucking minute. Since when do you think about men as being sexy, Sandburg? Get a grip.*
The man walked up to Blair, stuck his hand out and said, "Jim Ellison, at your service. What do you need?"
Shaking his hand, Blair finally found his voice and said, "Professor Blair Sandburg. I have a classic car that needs a lot of work done to it.
It's parked out front."
Jim walked around to the front and said, "Want to bring it into the garage for me to take a look?"
Blair just nodded his head dumbly. * He had never been this quiet in his life. What in the hell was going on? Why couldn't he make himself
stop? *
Getting into the car, he had a hard time starting it up but he noticed that Jim was listening to it, like it was some kind of music. He drove it
around to the back and pulled it into the garage. He then shut the car off and got out.
"Is that in the right place?" Blair asked the mechanic.
"That'll do. Why don't you take my car for the day? I'll probably be done by tonight." Jim said as he threw his keys at Blair and smiled this
million dollar smile. Blair felt as though he was going to melt into a pile of goo.
"Thanks, I have a class to teach in an hour. Do you have any idea of what's wrong with it?" Blair asked as he headed to the car that Jim had
pointed to.
"Well, it sounded like it needed some brake fluid, new brakes, points and plugs need to be changed, the oil hasn't been done in a long time
and there seems to be some type of leak in the radiator. But one of the major things I think was that I heard the transmission slipping a little.
We'll try some fluid first and go from there. I'll give it all a once over and give you an estimate. What's the number where I can reach you?"
Jim asked.
"Well, Mr. Ellison, it doesn't matter. I have to have my car. So just fix it." Blair said as he walked to the loaner waiting for him. Once inside
the car, he started it up and noticed how nicely this older car sounded. Mr. Ellison seemed to be a man who enjoyed classics, too.
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Jim just shook his head as he walked back into the garage. He found it hard to believe that people would just trust someone they didn't even
know. Although, this one seemed like he was a little nervous around him. Jim wondered why that was. He got down to business and started
fixing Professor Sandburg's car. Jim found himself smiling when he realized Blair Sandburg wasn't the only trusting soul. He had given
Professor Sandburg a loaner, without asking one thing. He could've been someone that had a terrible driving record. Or worse.
It took most of the day but Jim was able to get Blair's car running like new. When he was done, he cleaned it up then took it outside and
washed it, dried it and polished it until it looked like a new car. Jim took great pride in the look and sounds of his vehicles. It might have
something to do with the fact that he could see things that normal folks couldn't. He couldn't share that with anyone, but he could see a
smudge on a wax job from a half a block away. Sometimes it came in handy, and other times, it was a royal pain in the ass.
Blair finished his classes and hoped that Jim wouldn't be done with his car yet so that he could talk to him. * Oh who are you kidding,
Sandburg? You want to stare at the man. Since when have you noticed men? I might have to call my mom. *
Driving down the road, he pulled up in the back and saw his car sitting there waiting for him. It looked brand new. Blair couldn't believe how
clean it looked. Jim had washed and polished it when he was done. Blair got out of the loaner and walked into the garage and called out,
"Mr. Ellison?"
"Hey, Chief. I'm right here." Jim said as he walked around another car that he was working on."
"Wow, the car looks great. Were you able to fix the problem?" Blair asked hoping he wasn't done yet and not really knowing why.
"Yeah, I got it all done. Here's a list of all of the things that I did to it and how much each thing cost. You won't find a better price anywhere
in Cascade." Jim said handing the paper over.
Blair looked at the paper and was shocked at all of the things that Jim had replaced or repaired. What really surprised him the most was the
cost. It was affordable. Blair smiled at him and said, "This isn't as high as I thought it would be."
Jim gave Blair a shy smile that could melt anyone and said, "I want my customers to come back for more."
When Blair heard this he had an odd feeling go through his body. Then he noticed that Jim was staring at him oddly. "Are you okay, Chief?"
"Yeah, I'm fine, Mr. Ellison. Something just seemed off for a minute. I'm fine now."
"Would you like to come into my house and have a cup of coffee? Or maybe a bite to eat. You might be hungry. When I'm hungry, I get
dizzy spells and can't keep my mind focused on anything." Jim said as he leaned into the doorway staring at Blair.
Blair found being the focus of this attention a bit too much. Especially since he was getting a boner just looking at the man. He sure as hell
didn't want Jim to know that about him. Hell, Blair didn't even want to know that about himself. He'd never gotten a boner for a man before.
"So, Chief, you okay to drive? Or would you like to come in for coffee?"
"No, thanks anyhow. I really have to get on home and grade papers. Thanks so much. Oh, I guess I need to pay you." Blair said laughing. *
Oh shit, I just giggled. Jesus, could things get any worse?" He looked over at Jim and saw the huge smile on his face and thought, * Oh
goody, now he thinks I'm a total moron."
Blair paid him with his credit card and then took the receipt and walked out to his car. He gave Jim's car keys back to him and took his from
the mechanic. "Thanks again, Mr. Ellison."
"No problem. Come back if you have any troubles at all," Jim said, "and the name's Jim."
"Thanks again, Jim. I'll recommend your business to everyone I know." Blair said as he got into his car. * Oh shit, like he'd believe you have
a lot of friends. *
As Blair drove off he wondered why he'd never ever seen that man before. Blair had been in Cascade for years and he'd never seen him
before in his life. Where had he been hiding out? Blair went out now and then and couldn't remember ever seeing him and he knew he'd
remember Jim Ellison. Maybe it would be because they didn't travel in the same circles. Blair wondered if Jim got out any more often than
he did. Which was very seldom. Another reason to probably not have seen Jim Ellison anywhere before. Now that he'd met him, he wished
that they'd met ages ago. * Why in the world would you go this long in your life without wanting a man, meet one today and want him so
badly that you're going to have to go home and jerk off? *
Blair drove home in his smoothly running car and wondered about the man that made it that way. He was going to be on Blair's mind for a
good long while.
When Jim locked up the shop, he went upstairs to his loft and took a hot shower. Jim felt like he was having an identity crisis. If he didn't
know better, he'd say he was not as straight as he thought. While getting out of the shower and drying off, the phone rang. Jim picked it up
and said, "Ellison."
"Hi, Jimmy." William Ellison said. "Steven and I are in the neighborhood and wanted to stop and see you. I hope you don't mind."
"Whatever, Dad, I don't care," Jim said resignedly, "the doors open, come on up."
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Jimmy, please start locking the door. That's not the best part of town to live in. You know that."
Jim wondered if anything he did would ever be enough to please his father. Although, he had begun to not care about it anymore. Sometimes
that saddened him. In William's eyes, Jim would never be as accomplished as his little brother Steven. Jim wondered why this bothered him
so damn much. * Why do you care if Dad loves you? Why do you care if he finds out that you might be interested in men? Because you
need him to approve. It's a sickness, Ellison. You need to just grow up and realize that he won't love you as much as he should and move on.
*
"Dad, are you coming up or what?" Jim asked getting angry, more from his own thoughts than anything his dad had done.
"We're on our way up now. Talk to you in a few moments, Jimmy." William said hanging up his cell phone.
Jim had no sooner dressed and put a pot of coffee on when his brother and dad walked into the loft. "Hello, Jimmy." William called out as
he walked in.
"Hi, Dad."
"Hey, Jimmy, how you doing?" Steven asked.
"I'm doing good, bro. How're you?" Jim asked sitting down next to his brother. Jim silently wished that things could be different and he and
Steven could get along better in life. They never did things together. Jim hoped that one day it would be different.
"I'm fine but busier than hell. We came to see if you'd reconsider coming into the business. We need another member of the family to help
us." Steven said quietly.
"How many times do I have to tell you, Steven, I love this job? I love working my own hours. I love being my own boss and I make fucking
great money." Jim said standing up to pace. * God, why do I always have to lose my temper with these two people? Why couldn't, for once,
things go well? We could have a regular conversation and be happy seeing each other. *
"Jimmy, watch your mouth. See? This is what happens when you work around trashy people."
"Excuse me, Dad, but I don't remember asking for your advice. I'm happy this way. I don't want to be in your business. Leave me alone
already." Jim almost pleaded. * He's so fucking stuck up. I can't stand folks that think they're better than everyone else. He doesn't have a
fucking clue as to how lonely I am or what would make me happy. What's worse is he doesn't care. *
"Jimmy," William asked, "how could you be happy living like this? You could be making big money and living in a very nice place now."
"To set the record straight, Dad, I make plenty. Not that it's any of your business but I pull in about $95,000.00 a year from this so called
lack of class business. People know they can trust me. I'm proud of my work and my life. You always told me to be proud of what I do.
Don't you want me to be happy, Dad?"
"Jimmy, I'm sorry if I gave you that impression. I do want you to be happy. I just hoped it would be happy with Steven and me." William
said frowning at his oldest son.
Steven stood up and said, "Jimmy, I had no idea you did that well here. That's really good to hear. That way we won't worry about you so
much."
"No need to ever worry about me. I'm set for life. I have insurance, a will and the business is paid off. I even have my retirement all set up.
I'm more set than most people that are in your line of work. I've made some very solid investments, too. So, why worry about me?" Jim
asked.
"Well, I guess we'll leave you alone since you don't seem to be in the mood to be social," William said standing up.
"Since when is it my fault about not being social just because I don't want to play your games? Dad, what do you want from me?" Jim asked
with such pain in his voice that even his father heard it.
"Jimmy, you always want things your way but you never meet us half-way. Why's that?" William asked.
"Dad, what are you talking about?" Jim asked totally confused.
"Is it so wrong that I wanted both of my sons to work in my office? Is it so bad that I wanted you to be in the country club with us? And is it
so wrong that I wanted you to get married and give me grand-children?"
Jim started pacing again and said, "No, that's not wrong. But it is wrong when you ask and don't listen to my answer. There's something
wrong with that. If you want to belong to the Country Club, that's fine, but it's not my way, Dad. You know that. I'm more down to earth.
My best friend in the world's a Captain of the Police Department who happens to be a black man. You think I'm going to fit into that group
you hang with? I don't think so. Why don't you bug Steven about getting married and having children? "
"He does, Jimmy. He does all the time. You're not alone on that one." Steven said, quickly.
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William stood next to his son and said, "So, Jimmy, are you planning on ever getting married or not?"
"Dad, why do you care?" Jim said.
Glaring at his oldest son, he finally said, "Someone called me from the country club to tell me that my son's dating a man. I never wanted to
hear something like that, especially from someone in my country club."
"Fuck you, Dad. You know what? I'll never do anything good enough for you." Jim shouted at his father.
"Who's the fag, Jimmy? And how did he talk you into it?" William said.
Jim looked at Steven and said, "So that's why you're here today, too? You didn't care about anything else. You just wanted to find out if I
was fucking some guy?"
"Jimmy, you have to understand. Our company relies on how we act and look. This doesn't look good." Steven said.
"Well, this is just perfect since I don't work for the fucking company. God, I can't believe that I thought for a moment you were here
because you wanted to see me." Jim said sadly.
"Who is he, Jimmy?" William asked again.
"I'm not dating a guy. They must be talking about my friend Simon. And he's not that kind of friend," Jim said, "but even if he was, it would
be my business."
"You telling the truth, Jimmy? You're not sleeping with a man?" William asked.
"Yes, Dad. I'm telling the truth, but if I can change it, I'm going to. Hell, if I had more nerve, I'd take care of that right now." Jim said
savagely.
"Jimmy, you have to get off of this self destructive course. Everything you do is like begging for some type of attention." William said.
"It's called wanting to be loved, Dad. I'm sure you and Steven aren't familiar with the concept. I just wanted to be loved. Now, I'm tired.
Could you just leave?"
The two men walked out of the loft and Jim felt so lonely it was almost unbearable. He had no real friends. Simon worked for the police
department and he seldom saw him these days. He was a busy man.
Jim went through the loft securing it and got ready for bed. He was tired. He slid into bed onto his nice clean sheets. After about ten minutes
his cock came to life and he started stroking it. He was doing this in a slow relaxed manner. He started speeding up the strokes and closed
his eyes. What filled his mind came as a complete shock to him. All he could picture was Blair Sandburg and he came breathing hard and
wanting to know what the hell that was about.
Jim wondered if Blair thought about the same type of things while he lay in bed. And what if he was really doing all of this just to piss his
dad off? He would have to think on all of it some more. He never wanted to use Blair Sandburg in any fashion other than to be good to him.
What the hell are you thinking, James Joseph Ellison? He's a guy. You're a guy. Stop these thoughts right now.
After cleaning himself up, he went to sleep. It was another busy day tomorrow. He'd forget about Mr. Sandburg. He'd probably never see
him again, anyhow. With that as his last thought, he slept the sleep of a man not knowing that his life might soon change.
Across town, Blair Sandburg was having a hard time sleeping so he started to stroke himself off with Jim in his thoughts.
In the morning, Blair wondered when he had first noticed men or if this was something totally out of the blue. Hell, he was quite certain he'd
never noticed anyone in the shower in high school. He'd never even looked. No, one time he did. There was this kid who was such a shit and
was always making fun of everyone. Well, the first day in the shower Blair couldn't help it, he had to look and see what he had to offer. It
wasn't a let down at all. The guy wasn't as large as the rest of them. Not that he was that small but maybe that's why he was always picking
on the other guys. He felt like he wasn't as big or as good. Stupid, but men tend to think in these terms. Wonder if women do this. Okay,
back to the problem at hand. He'd come in his hand last night with thoughts of Jim Ellison in his mind. What was that about? And did he
want to change that? Did he think it would go away? Probably. Blair would just have to see.
The drive to work was quiet as usual. Blair was lonely. That's all there was to it. And every damn station he hit on the radio was playing love
songs. *Geeze, it's bad enough I'm lonely but do they have to rub my face in the fact I don't have a girlfriend or boyfriend? Oh man, now I'm
saying boyfriend. Holy shit. * Blair knew he was in trouble.
While teaching his class that day he couldn't get his thoughts off of Jim. Finally, between classes, he dialed Guardian Automotive to talk to
Jim. Jim picked up the phone after about six rings and said, "Ellison."
"Hi, Jim, this is Blair Sandburg. I'm having some problems with the car and wondered if you could take a look at it." Blair said in one big
breath. He held his breath waiting for Jim's answer.
"Sure, what time do you get done with classes today?" Jim asked.
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"I'm done in an hour." Blair replied.
"Bring it then. I'll have a look see. What's it doing, anyhow?" Jim asked.
"I haven't a clue. It's just not acting right. I don't know a thing about cars. Maybe you'll be able to figure it out."
"Okay, we'll see you in about an hour or so. Goodbye." Jim hung up the phone wondering what he had missed on the damn car. * He
thought he'd listened to every single thing in the engine. He must have missed something. Damn. *
Jim stayed busy for the next two hours and then he heard the familiar sounding car drive up. It sounded perfect. It was smooth as silk. Jim
was hoping that whatever it was had stopped. He walked out of the garage wearing nothing but a pair of dirty cutoffs. Not even thinking
about how he might look to anyone else, he headed over to Blair.
"Hey, the car sounded good when you drove up. Is it still acting up?" Jim asked.
Blair just stood there as if he was in a coma or something. He couldn't talk, he couldn't think. All he could do was stare at Jim in that skimpy
pair of cutoffs. * Oh Sandburg, this is bad. You need to cut this out. He's going to beat the shit out of you. You're a little old and a little late
in life to be trying to pick up men. *
"Hey, Chief, you okay?" Jim asked wondering what was wrong with the professor.
"Yeah, I just have a really bad headache. Do you have any aspirin?" Blair squeaked out. * Oh god, could things get any worse? *
"Sure, come on in. Follow me into my office, I have aspirin, and a couch you can lie on until you feel better. In the meantime, I'll see what's
up with the car." Jim handed Blair a glass of cold water from the cooler and two aspirin. Blair gladly took them and swallowed as fast as he
could. "Lie down and see if you can get rid of that headache. I'll be out in the garage when you get up." Jim said as he left Blair in the office.
Blair watched Jim walk back into the garage and smiled at the thoughts that came to mind. * Hot damn, some new thoughts for tonight's date
with Mrs. Palm and her five sisters. God, he's a fine specimen of man. Oh yeah, Sandburg, you've got it bad. *
Jim felt someone looking at him and turned to see Blair Sandburg watching him like a hawk. Jim smiled at him and got back to work. Blair
lay on the sofa and tried to relax but all he could think about was how hot Jim looked in those cutoffs. In fact, all he could think about was
what Jim had underneath those fucking cutoffs. Holy shit…
Jim took Blair's car for a test drive and it was running so smoothly that Jim was beginning to think that there was something wrong with his
hearing or something. Suddenly, he realized that maybe there wasn't anything wrong with the car. * Maybe Blair just liked looking at him.
He seemed to like it earlier when he was walking away. The gaze coming off Sandburg had been pure lust and longing. What if he wanted
you? What do you think of that, James Joseph Ellison? *
Jim got back to the garage and Blair was standing there looking at him with questioning eyes. Jim got out of the car and said, "I figured it
out. One of the spark plugs is loose. No biggy but it would have been if you hadn't noticed it. " Lifting the hood up, Jim leaned in and over
the front of the car and started working on Blair's car. Blair about swallowed his tongue. Jesus, those shorts left very little to the imagination.
Holy shit… And what an imagination Blair Sandburg had.
When Jim finished, he walked over to Blair and handed him his keys. "Here you go. All fixed. It's dinner time. Want to go and have some
dinner?" Jim asked.
"Sure, that would be nice. Where do you eat around here?" Blair asked.
"Gee, Sandburg, we're still in Cascade. You make it sound like we're in a different country or something." Jim said laughing.
"How much do I owe you for today?" Blair asked changing the subject.
"Nothing. It was my mistake. I take care of my customers." Jim said smiling.
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"Man, I just remembered that I have a meeting with an adviser tonight. Sorry. Can I have a raincheck?" Blair asked blushing.
"Sure, that's fine. No problem. I'm used to eating alone." Jim said quietly.
"So, am I." Blair said sounding a little more needy than he had planned.
"Well, call me sometime and we'll have a few beers and some dinner. I don't have many friends." Jim said.
Blair found that hard to believe but figured that Jim wouldn't just say it to say it. * He'd have to come and see him again and have more
nerve then. You're such a gutless wonder, Sandburg. *
Blair drove off and could hardly wait to get home to jack off to the new vision in his mind. * Jesus, you went from straight to gay in two
days flat and he makes you harder than anyone has ever done before. *
That night was no let down. Blair had visions of Jim touching him and he was touching Jim. It was wonderful. When Blair finally came, he
thought his head would explode. While he was cleaning up he thought he better get some books on this and see if he'd be able to do this if it
came to that. * Oh yeah, like Jim's going to let you touch him, you idiot. *
Meanwhile, across town, Jim was standing in his shower, stroking his cock saying Blair's name. Not Sandburg. Not Professor. Not Chief, just
Blair. He thought about Blair sucking him dry and came close to coming. He then backed off. The next thought was of Blair touching his
center. God, Jim had never even touched it for a sexual reason but tonight he did. He soaped up his finger and decided he'd check it out. As
he continued stroking his cock, he slid his finger into his hole and he came so hard that he thought he was going to die. He sat down on the
floor of his shower and asked out loud, "Well, Jim Ellison, what do you plan to do about this?"
Jim got up and went to bed more confused than he'd ever been in his life. Why did this man have such an effect on him? Well, he'd stay
clear of him. Like Jim needed this shit.
The next morning when Jim opened up the garage door he found his friend, Captain Simon Banks. "Hey, Simon. What're you doing here
already? I thought we were on for a game and dinner for tonight?"
"We are. I just came by to ask a few questions." Simon said in an odd tone.
"Simon, what's wrong?" Jim asked almost frightened.
"I came by last night, Jim, to ask you something about a friend. I wanted you to meet her and I saw you with that young man."
"And?" Jim asked.
"Well, I could see the attraction and wondered why, in all the years we've known each other, you didn't tell me you were into guys."
"Simon, I've never been with a guy."
"Shit! Then you're in for some major changes, Jim. I kid you not. You were both drooling and staring. It was a riot from my viewpoint."
"Simon, I don't have a clue why this is happening. Why would I change my way of life now? That makes no sense."
"Well, just take it slow and see where it takes you. If something comes from it, what's the harm in it? Or does the idea bother you?"
"Simon, that's the problem. The idea so doesn't bother me." Jim said flushing crimson before his friend.
"It'll be all right, Jim. Just hang in there. Let him make the first move. That gives you more time to think." Simon said thoughtfully.
"Good thinking, Simon. Okay. Thanks. I take it this doesn't bother you, then?"
"No, not at all. We have some gay officers on the force and we're friends. Not a problem with me." Simon said smiling.
"I'll take it one day at a time, Simon, thanks." Jim said. "So is that the only reason you came by?"
"Well, I did have a joke to tell you. I figured you might need something to lift your spirits. Want to hear it? " Simon asked.
"Sure." Jim answered.
"Now this is a bad day." Simon said as he started telling his joke.
"There's a guy sitting at a bar, just looking at his drink. He stays like that for half an hour. Then, a big trouble-making truck driver steps next
to him, takes the drink from the guy, and just drinks it all down.
"The poor man starts crying. The truck driver says, 'Come on, man, I was just joking. Here, I'll buy you another drink. I just can't stand
seeing a man crying.'"
"'No, it's not that. This day is the worst of my life. First, I fall asleep, and I'm late to my office. My boss, in an outrage, fires me. When I
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leave the building to go to my car, I found out it was stolen. The police say they can do nothing. I get a cab to return home and when I leave
it, I remember I left my wallet and credit cards there. The cab driver just drives away. I go home and when I get there, I find my wife in bed
with the gardener. I leave home and come to this bar. And when I was thinking about putting an end to my life, you show up and drink my
poison...'
"Now, Jim, that 's a bad day. Just think about that when you think your days aren't going well." Simon said laughing at the look on Jim's face.
"Simon, I do believe you're a little warped. Have you got any other business here or you just stopped by to make me laugh?"
"Yup, I wanted to tease you. I'll see you tonight. I'll be here at 6:00 to pick you up. See you then." Simon said walking to his car and driving
off.
Jim smiled to himself and thought of how lucky he was having a friend as good and kind as Simon Banks. He really did love the man. When
Simon had taken a trip some time back and his wife was out of town, Simon's son Daryl had stayed with Jim for two weeks. That's when Jim
first realized how much he really liked children. * Someday. *
Blair was teaching his first class, and was having a hard time concentrating. * He had an overwhelming urge to call Jim and tell him there
was something else wrong. No, he'll know something's up. I'll just go by there tonight on my way home and say I was in the neighborhood.
Yeah, that's it. I'll go and drop by and see him. Then I'll take him to dinner. *
Jim closed up shop early so he could get all clean and get ready for dinner and the game with Simon. He was very excited. He and Simon
hadn't done anything in a long time. While he was in the shower he realized that the only thing he didn't like about his line of work was
getting all of the grime and dirt off of himself each and every day. To a normal person, this wouldn't be a biggy, but to Jim, it was. Once he
felt like he was good and clean, he chose the clothing he was going to wear for the evening. He picked a nice pair of dockers, a polo shirt
and some nice shoes. He glanced in the mirror and decided that he looked pretty good. He wouldn't be embarrassing Simon. He laughed to
himself as he walked downstairs to wait for Simon.
When he walked out the door Blair was standing there. "Hi." Blair said quietly.
"Hi. What's wrong?" Jim asked.
"Well, I was going to see if you wanted to take me up on that raincheck." Blair said.
"Man, normally I would love to but I have plans for tonight. I'm going to dinner and a Jags game with a friend of mine." Jim said almost
regretfully.
"Oh, okay. Well, no big deal. Some other time." As Blair turned to leave, Simon walked up to him and said, "Hi, I'm Simon."
"Blair Sandburg, nice to meet you." Blair said not really looking at Simon's eyes.
Simon found himself smiling. He walked over to Jim and put his arm around him and said, "So, Jim, you all ready to go?"
Jim looked at Simon like he had lost his marbles and then he smiled at what he saw was happening. "Yeah, Simon, I'm all set. Hey, Blair
would you like to join us for dinner?"
"No, thank you. I have to go. See ya later. Nice meeting you, Simon." Blair said, not meaning a damn word of it.
"Well, it was really nice meeting you, too. Any friend of Jim's is a friend of mine. I sure wish you'd reconsider dinner with us." Simon said,
pulling Jim closer to him. Jim's cheeks were flushing crimson now.
"I'm sure he would if he could, Simon, but he said he had to go. Now let the poor guy go." Jim said.
Simon walked over to Blair and said, "Sure you don't want to hang with us? You'll find out how much fun we really are." Simon said in a
very suggestive tone.
"Simon, please." Jim almost begged, looking at his friend wondering what had happened to his senses.
"It's all right, Jim. I'm sure this young man knows how things are." Simon said matter of factly. "Don't you, young man?"
"Yeah, I know exactly how things are. I've got to get going. Bye." Blair said and almost ran to his car.
"Sandburg, I'll see you later, okay?" Jim called out.
"Sure, Jim. Some day." Blair said as he hurried to his car.
Jim turned to Simon and said, "You wanna explain what in the hell that was all about?"
"Yeah, he wants you so bad but he's scared. I figured the best way to push was to make him jealous." Simon said laughing.
"Simon, did it ever occur to you that he might not be interested. Maybe he just wanted a friend."
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Simon laughed loudly and said, "All right, hot shot. Get your butt over to his car and ask him out. You and I can have a rain check. You both
have it so bad. It's pitiful."
Jim turned another shade of red and said, "Simon, do you take great pleasure in embarrassing me?"
"Why, yes, I do." Simon answered.
"I owe you one, Simon." Jim said walking out to where Blair was parked.
Under his breath, Simon whispered, "Nah, not in this lifetime. Be happy."
Blair got into his car and hit his steering wheel and said, "Fuck…"
Blair was startled out of his thoughts when someone rapped on the window. Looking through it, he saw Jim standing there and Simon was
driving off. Blair rolled down his window and said, "What's going on? I thought you were going out to dinner with Simon?"
"Chief, can we have that rain check now? I'm hungry." Jim said.
"Jim, what's going on?" Blair asked totally confused. "You said you were going to dinner with your friend Simon and now you're not?"
"Well, Simon knew I wanted to talk to you anyhow. We talked this morning and I decided I'd ask you a few things."
"I'm listening." Blair said still sitting holding on to the steering wheel as if it was his lifeline.
"Chief, do you suppose you could drive us to dinner? I really am hungry." Jim said smiling.
"Oh man, sorry." He unlocked the passenger side and Jim got in and buckled up. "So where to, Jim?"
"There's a diner down the road that serves some of the best homemade food you'll ever have in your life." Jim said licking his lips.
Blair looked at Jim when he did this and thought, * oh fuck… I almost came from him licking his lips. What the hell's wrong with me? *
Jim smiled at him and said, "Chief, it's okay. I like you, too. I've never been with a man, never wanted to, but for some reason you're in my
thoughts all the time."
Blair let out a loud sigh and said, "Oh thank god. I thought it was just me. Jim, why do you think we're so attracted to each other?"
"Pull over here for a minute and we'll get some of the talking out of the way. Blair pulled over to the side of the road and shut the car off.
Before Jim had a chance to say anything, Blair flung himself at Jim and started kissing him. Jim was kissing him back just as hard. Jim
pushed back on Blair and said, "Chief, I really don't want to come in the front seat of your car. I'd like it to be something a little more special
than that."
"Right, right. Sorry, Jim." Blair said as he pulled away.
"I need to tell you a few things because you might take off running in another direction." Jim said trying not to sound so scared. However,
from experience, he'd found out that all, for reasons less than his senses, left him.
Blair turned to him and said, "Let's go to the diner and have dinner and we'll talk while we eat. Okay?"
"Okay." Jim said, knowing that Blair was trying to calm him down. Jim was scared to death right now and with good reason.
Once they got to the diner, they ordered dinner, sat and waited to be alone and then they started talking. Jim began telling him of his senses
problems and how it caused some major problems. He talked about all of it without Blair interrupting him once. Jim was so grateful for that.
Blair had an odd look on his face that was beginning to bother Jim just a little bit. "Chief, you doing all right?"
"Jim, you're not going to believe this. I can't believe this. It's like it was fate, karma. Whatever. You and I were meant to meet and be
together, I just feel it."
"Chief, you want to explain that to me?"
"Jim, I'm a professor of Anthropology at Rainer but what I studied the most was the Sentinel legends. They are the Guardians and watchmen
of a tribe. That's why I chose to bring my car to your shop. Because of the name. I think you might be one."
"Hold on, Chief. Don't get going off on some crazy notion thinking there's something wrong with me. There isn't. I do just fine."
"I'm sure you do, but think how much better you could do if someone taught you how to use those senses. Also, how much easier would it
be if you didn't have to hide those said senses from the person you really wanted in your life?"
"Chief, we just met, now you're saying you want to be in my life?" Jim asked, afraid of the answer.
"Yeah, that's exactly what I'm saying, Jim. I'm crazy about you. I'm confused as hell about the guy/guy thing but we'll cross that when we
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come to it. Which I hope will be soon." Blair said smiling like a loon.
They talked more and then decided to take off for Jim's loft. Jim said, "Will you spend the night?"
"Can we run by and get my clothes?" Blair asked.
"Yeah, that would be good." Jim said.
Jim stayed in the car while Blair ran upstairs to his apartment to get his things. Blair came running back out and jumped in and started off for
the loft. "In a hurry, Chief?" Jim asked laughing.
"Damn right, hot stuff. Man, I'm humming I'm so turned on."
Jim couldn't help it. He started laughing his ass off. When they got to Jim's place, they got out of the car and started for the loft. Once inside,
Jim took in his new love's look. He had on a half open shirt and jeans with rips in it. It was so fucking hot Jim thought he would come just
looking at him. The larger man pulled Blair's shirt off and told him to turn around. Blair turned around slowly and smiled up at Jim when he
was done. "You like?"
"Oh fuck yeah." Jim said. "Come here, Blair."
Blair went into his arms and they began kissing each other with such passion that Jim couldn't remember ever having felt that way. Then he
realized maybe he hadn't. Blair started taking Jim's clothes off and Jim was getting nervous now. "Jim, it's okay. We'll take this as slow as we
want. I just want to touch and see you." Blair said in a calming voice.
"Oh fuck, yeah." Jim said. * Man, he's going to think you're such a moron. You haven't said anything else besides Oh fuck yeah. *
They both lay down on the bed and made out. Jim and Blair both seemed comfortable with that but then Blair started moving a little faster.
As his hands moved down Jim's body, Jim started moaning and telling him he couldn't hold on much longer. Blair got up on his knees and
looked down at his prize. Jim stared at Blair with eyes so dark, they were almost black. Blair watched Jim's face as his fingers slid over his
opening and rubbed lightly. Jim jumped but kept moving around and moaning. Blair took this as a good sign. "Jim, can I touch you? There?"
"Oh fuck, yeah…" Jim said panting heavily.
Blair started kissing Jim on the inside of his thighs and he could see Jim's pucker opening and closing as he raised his ass up. It was far too
enticing to ignore. He was going to have to investigate this. Blair licked his hole and Jim screamed out his name. Blair couldn't stand it
anymore. He flipped Jim over, got him on his knee's and started licking up and down Jim's crevice. It was an odd taste, but good. It was great
hearing those sounds coming from Jim. He continued licking and noticed that Jim was spreading his legs wider and wider apart. Blair didn't
need any more hints. He got it. Blair slid his tongue into Jim. As he did this, the larger man pushed back with abandon. All Jim could think of
was, * God, this is so fucking good. I can't believe he's tongue fucking me. *
Jim found himself almost zoning on the good feelings. When had this happened? He'd never thought about a man doing that to another man,
but yet, he'd spread his legs like he knew what he was doing. God, what was going on?
Blair stopped doing this and said, "Jim, can I make love to you?"
"Oh fuck, yeah…" Jim said trying to breathe like a normal person and not quite cutting it.
"Supplies?" Blair asked as he leaned down and kissed Jim's mouth.
Jim pointed to his nightstand. "In the drawer," he gasped.
He pulled away and grabbed some lotion and a condom from the nightstand. Blair slowly slid a finger into Jim and let him relax as he
unhurriedly stretched him. Each time he added a finger, Jim became more relaxed if that was possible. Finally, he figured that was as
stretched out as Jim would be getting, and put the condom on and lotion on his cock and started pushing in. "Jim, if this hurts, we can stop at
any time. Just tell me when, all right?"
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"Oh fuck, yeah…" Jim answered dreamily.
Blair smiled at the loss of conversation from Jim as the night had worn on. Oh fuck yeah was all he seemed to be able to say. Blair started
pushing slowing into Jim. Blair heard a slight sound of pain for a few moments but then he felt Jim relax underneath him and he pushed in a
little further. He kept this up until he was all the way in. Then he just held still until they both were ready.
Blair took a deep breath and whispered, "Jim, you ready, baby?" Blair felt kind of odd once that slipped out but Jim didn't seem to mind as
he answered, "Oh fuck yeah."
Blair laughed as he started pounding into Jim. He angled differently until he was brushing Jim's prostate each and every time he went in. Jim
started chanting quietly. "Oh god, oh god, oh god."
Blair was going to have to talk to Jim about how this made him feel because Blair himself felt as if he was in heaven. And surely God was
giving him a most perfect gift. Jim felt so fucking good. It was difficult to describe. * Sandburg, you've got to write this in your journal. This
is too important and fun to let it go by without a memory page. *
"Jim, come for me, baby. Come for me now. I want to feel you around me when you come." Blair said softly into Jim's ear.
Just like that Jim let out a yell as he came, "Blair."
Blair couldn't believe how wonderful it felt to be wrapped by Jim's tight passage. Three more thrusts and Blair was coming yelling, "Jim."
Jim fell on the bed and Blair followed suit. They both lay there just getting their breath back. "Chief, I love you." Jim said suddenly.
Blair had not expected that. "Do you tell everyone that, Jim?"
"No, Blair. I don't tell anyone that." Jim said. "I've wanted to love someone all of my life but never have. I'm giving that to you. Hopefully,
you want it."
"I love you, too, Jim." Blair said kissing the back of Jim's neck and pulling out ever so gently. "Of course, I want it, big man." Jim rolled over
and pulled Blair into his arms and kissed him hard and said it again. "I love you, Blair. I love you so much."
"Man, I love you, too." Blair said. "Now I'm going to show you how much. I'm going to clean us both up so we can just cuddle. How's that
sound?"
"Oh fuck, yeah." Jim said laughing. Blair laughed too all the way into the bathroom to get the wet cloths to clean up with. Once Blair
cleaned them both off he climbed back into Jim's bed and said, "Mind if I spend the night?"
"I wouldn't mind if you spent the rest of your life here."
"I might consider that, Jim." Blair said smiling meaning every word.
"Good, because I'd really like you to move in. What do you think?"
"Jim, I think we might be moving a little too fast. What do you think?" Blair asked trying not to panic and scare Jim.
"Blair, it could never be fast enough for me. I love you. I don't need months to learn what my heart's telling me right now. I feel like this is
right." Jim said kissing Blair tenderly.
"I'll think about it. All right, I thought. I'll move in this weekend." Blair said smiling.
"All right. Now that's the kind of news I want to hear all the time." Jim said.
"I'm really tired, big man. Do you mind if I sleep for awhile now?" Blair asked sweetly.
"You can do anything you want to, except leave me." Jim said.
"Wait till I tell my mom." Blair said laughing.
"I can't wait to meet her, Chief. Anyone that raised you has got to be great."
"Oh man, you can kiss ass better than anyone I've ever met. And you don't even have to."
"Come here, Chief. Go to sleep." Jim said pulling Blair closer to his body, if that was at all possible.
"Wanna do me in the morning?" Blair asked, coyly.
"Oh fuck, yeah." Jim said, but he wasn't laughing this time.
They both fell asleep knowing that they were now a couple. Jim could feel that in his heart. He knew that Blair felt for him as much as he
felt for Blair. It was like Yin and Yang. It was meant to be. Or as he would tell Blair tomorrow, "Hey, Chief, I was thinking about this being
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fate and thought, this is right up your alley."
And Jim could hear Blair answer, "Show me who's alley you want to be up."
End Up Your Alley.




"The pessimist says: Be careful what you wish for - you just might get it. The optimist says: Be grateful what you wish for - you just might
get it."
Blair Sandburg
"Oh, man, no. No, no, nonononononono! This cannot be happening!"
The ethers in the office/broom closet were disturbed by gut-wrenching lowing and anguished moaning from a soul in torment, that soul
belonging to teaching assistant Blair Jacob Sandburg. The torment being supplied by the Torquemada of the new millennium: an old, old,
OLD computer, which had seen fit to crash and burn at the worst possible moment. Two days and nights of the mind-numbing, spirit-
breaking, bone-cracking slalom through freshman detritus of Anthropology 101 finals and preparing to enter grades to finish the semester --
all down the proverbial crapper. In the blink of an eye, Blair Sandburg watched his blood, sweat, and tears disappear into the cyber hell of a
crashed computer system. With no backup in sight, all he could see was his misery-filled reflection in the dark, unflickering monitor screen.
Of course, it had just been a matter of time. Computers ear-marked for non-tenured personnel were, as STAR TREK's Spock once observed
like working with equipment that was, "not much better than stone knives and bear skins."
Damned Vulcan knew of what he spoke. Sandburg reckoned the Methuselah of microprocessors commanding prime space on his desk was
ancient enough to feel comfortable in the Paleontology labs around the corner.
Tough and unfair was his world. (The only thing worse, by Sandburg's own admission, was cold and wet.)
As a teaching assistant in the Anthropology Department of Rainier University, Blair Sandburg wasn't the lowest man/woman/human on the
academic totem pole. There had to be somebody lower, but Blair had never met him/her personally.
Being at the bottom of the academic food chain relegated Sandburg and some of his other unfortunate colleagues to "alwegots", as in "It's all
we got."
Such was the life of a poor student/teacher: Hobson's choices day after day after day. And the take-it-or-leave-it nature of his existence on a
multitude of levels was beginning to work on the usually easy-going Blair Sandburg's nerves.
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The only place he'd scored in the "win" column was being assigned a first-rate part-time secretary/gofer/shoulder to cry on. And "all" of
them were screamed for, at once. "Maggie, come here! Please!" Blair needed the inestimable help of one Margaret MacNamara - a
strawberry blonde tornado -- and her uncanny ability to get things actually moving through the academic maze.
"God, Mr. Sandburg! What's wrong?" The small wisp of a woman came running from an even-smaller office across the hall.
"Wrong? You want to know what's wrong? Just that this no-good P.O.S.'s crashed - AGAIN -- and I can't get it to reboot! Jesus! Look at
this! It's damned dead in the water! Grades are due tomorrow! I am royally screwed! It's fubar, man! Fubar!"
"Is that Latin or Greek?"
"Neither. You *don't* want to know." Spouting a litany of curses and random scatological references as he struck key after key on the
helpless keyboard, Sandburg painted the air a particularly vibrant shade of blue. Somewhere in the Monet palette, Maggie guesstimated.
Finally, her calmer head prevailed. "Take it easy, Mr. Sandburg! I'll just get somebody to come over from the Tech Center and -"
"Kick this no-name, hard drive machine in its -"
"Jeez, Mr. Sandburg. Chill, will you?" Maggie shot back, as she picked up the phone, dialing the number from memory. While she waited for
someone to answer on the other end, the formidable Mrs. MacNamara continued a running dialogue with the hyper kinetic teacher. "God,
you're really wired for sound, aren't you? How many espressos did you have today? You on some serious medication that I should know
about?" The question brought Blair Sandburg's normal good nature back online despite the seriousness of the situation. As he collapsed back
into the well-worn desk chair, his long, auburn curls snaked around like some avante garde dance troupe. Little by little, Sandburg's face
reverted to its pre-meltdown state. To Maggie's way of thinking, it was handsome. Her sometimes-boss was, in fact, a handsome man. Lots
of the students she knew who'd taken his classes over the years tagged the personable young teacher as just drop-dead gorgeous. (Even
though he'd cornered the market on bad plaid flannel, anybody with half an eye knew that Blair Sandburg "cleaned up real nice.")
But there was more, much more to Blair Sandburg. Housed in a sturdy, 5'8", 160 lb. ergonomic package, he had what philosophers used to
call an old soul, which made him a compassionate, caring human being. Blair's "animus" was forever spilling out of those amazing blue eyes
of his and from a mouth constantly sharing profundity, nonsense, and pretty much everything in between. If Bill, her husband, hadn't been in
the picture, Maggie might have briefly entertained the idea of giving Blair Sandburg a run for his money. As it was, she contented herself
with mothering him when he needed it. Like now. It was a dirty job, but someone *had* to do it.
"Hi. This is Maggie MacNamara from Hargrove Hall. Is Jack there?" Someone with a Jerry Lewis voice and personality to match put her on
hold, so she was left to sigh at the unfairness of the universe. Why was such a terrific guy like Blair Sandburg alone, with no S.O. --
significant other - in evidence? The gossip around the water cooler was that Blair Sandburg had been in a relationship with a mysterious,
foreign woman that ended badly. Or maybe it had been a mysterious foreign man.
Another rumor was that when 16-year-old Blair Sandburg first hit the Rainier campus, his abundant, ebullient charms had caught the eye of
Eli Stoddard, Doctor Emeritus of Anthropology at Rainier. Whether or not there was any truth to it, who really knew? It was a fact that the
world-renowned scientist had become mentor to the younger man. Even now, almost 10 years later, Stoddard continued to be involved in
Blair's life. The last carrot Dr. Stoddard had dangled in front of Sandburg that Maggie had heard about was a one-year expedition to Borneo
to study the indigenous people, which Sandburg had declined. Blair's explanation: "There's something more important that I have to do here
in Cascade. I'm just not sure what it is yet."
And once you got to know Blair Sandburg both professionally and personally, you pretty much took his looks as just another element in the
"big picture. " He was also incredibly intelligent, knowledgeable in his field of expertise and so transparently decent he'd give Mr. Rogers a
run for his money.
"Motherfu - ... Uh. Sorry, Maggie." Blair apologized for his sputtering diatribe as he continued to slap the computer senseless, as if throttling
it might make it power up. (Maggie didn't think that Fred R. had ever used that particular expression. The old neighborhood would never
have been the same.)
As Sandburg waited impatiently, he carded nail-bitten hands in a characteristic gesture through his glorious disarray of hair. Finally, Maggie
began to speak. "But this is really an emergency, Jack. Can't you ... oh, you're heading over to the Dean's office? Well, is there anybody else
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as good as you ... don't get funny with me, you pervert, or I'll tell your brother, my old man ... that's better ... so, who are you sending over?
And he'll be able to help? You're sure? When can he get here? No, I have to leave before then to get Dylan and Maureen at daycare, but he
can ask for Blair Sandburg. It's his computer that crashed. Right. In the basement. Across from my office. OK. I owe you big time, honey.
Bye." Maggie finished the conversation and hung up the receiver.
"So, who's my savior going to be, Maggie?"
"A new guy." Looking at his horrified face, Maggie reassured him, "Don't worry, Mr. Sandburg, Jack says he really knows his stuff. He'll get
you back up and running in no time. The name's Ellison and he'll be here around five."
"Five? No sooner than that?"
"I'm sorry, but that's the best they can do. Everybody seems to be having problems today."
"Tell me about it." Five o'clock. That's if the Ellison guy could find his way across campus and down into the bowels of the old building. The
techno-geeks he'd met on previous occasions were phenomenal at some things, hopelessly inept at others. Like damned directions. And this
was an observation from one of the most navigationally-challenged people on the face of the earth. Blair had close to two hours to cool his
heels. Hell, if the jamoke didn't show up until 5, Sandburg's evening was going to be totally blown. And along with it, the possibility of a little
one-on-one with Terri Lansky, the nurse from Cascade General he was *tutoring* -- and dating. When they talked earlier in the day, she'd
been nice enough to offer to fix Blair a meal -- her specialty, spaghetti Bolognese and vegetarian meatballs. It was about the only thing that
Terri could cook without having to alert the EPA about possible toxic emissions.
Barring this unscheduled disaster, Blair would probably have ended up being dessert.
Yeah, Blair reflected, as he thanked Maggie and waved her off to pick up her kids, what he had with Terri was pretty good. It was a
comfortable, low-maintenance relationship. They were two healthy young adults sharing a few laughs now and then, and periodically
exercising their libidos, with no pressures, no anxiety, no stress.
And no magic. Something seemed to be missing. And it hadn't mattered in the least whether the relationships involved a woman with "legs
up to here," or a man with muscles "out to there."
Something always seemed to be missing. A spark. A connection. That special bond some people had, people who found each other's missing
piece. Who "were" each other's missing piece. Damned lucky people. Damned unlucky Sandburg, who'd pretty much resigned himself to
being unmagical.
As Sandburg sat and waited and mused about the state of his life, he heard, rather than saw, the pouring raining outside. Mr. Weather on
K-CAS, or whatever the hell he called himself, had predicted 72 hours of uninterrupted Washington sunshine. Blair should have known that
the forecast would practically guarantee enough rain to float an ark. And what were the odds that Sandburg's old Volvo would cooperate and
run in weather this bad? So, the way it was laid out, even if he could make it to Terri's apartment, he'd be late and wet and on foot. A
God-damned triple threat.
Actually, the odds were as good as some acne-faced sub-verbal geek being able to pull Blair's bacon out of the fire, so that he could do what
he had to by 9:00 AM tomorrow.
Besides the grades' fiasco, there was his stalled-in-the-water, doctoral thesis, with the working title "THE SENTINEL: GENETICS,
MYTHOLOGY, ONTOLOGY OF OUR TRIBAL PROTECTORS."
Dead-in-the-water was closer to the truth. And the draft and most of his notes were also being held hostage in the cyber-sinkhole of his
crashed p.c. Except for maybe dozens of yellow pads, a deskful of jottings on everything from Howard Johnson napkins to a bus timetable
from Sao Paulo, Brazil, every scrap of Blair's research and writing-to-date was on that accursed computer.
Blair wished he'd had the extra money to buy a laptop this past semester. Then he wouldn't be in this position. But, a streak of bad luck,
including two cracked teeth that needed to be capped to the tune of $927, and $400 he had to loan his mother, Naomi, left the Sandburg
coffers pretty bare. Even with the incredibly reasonable $850 rent per month for the 10,000 square foot warehouse Blair called home, there
was no extra money in the foreseeable future for anything much bigger than a lottery ticket.
As Blair waited impatiently for salvation in the guise a Tech Center denizen, he drummed the desk with his fingers, shuffled papers helter-
skelter, and ended up pacing around the shoebox of an office, glumly wondering why the Sandburg Zone couldn't be more like the movies. It
this were a film, the Ellison guy making him cool his heels would not only save the day, but he'd also be a smart, sensitive, lonely and
available Adonis. And he'd be interested in short, brunette, Jewish/pagan financially-embarrassed anthropologists who could offer him
nothing more than the moon, the stars, and quantum amounts of damned good sex. And maybe a little love thrown into the mix.
And if this faceless character could do double duty as love and thesis subject, well, that would be good, too. Yes sir, Ellison would be Blair's
holy grail: a living, breathing sentinel, which was to say, an individual born with five enhanced senses. When he was just a kid, Blair
Sandburg had read the works of Sir Richard Burton, the Victorian explorer. In the pages of those musty, old books, Blair had truly
discovered his bliss, the thing that would stoke his life-long passions and draw him to anthropology as a career.
The wall clock ticked slowly, as Sandburg began to make contingency plans A, B, and C. "A" was telling the truth, and probably not being
believed by his department chairman. Kind of like the dog eating your homework excuse. "B" was telling the semi-truth, which meant
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semi-lying to the same powers that be, promising that the numbers were just a few hours of computer time away. "C" was doing all the work
over again. Not the option he'd choose, since it was clearly impossible to accomplish in the 24-hour time frame.
4:03 PM. As his headache was threatening to escalate into a migraine, Blair's ongoing pity party was interrupted by a knock at the door.
"Come in."
A tall man with military-short hair entered after wiping his feet in the hallway. Dripping wet from the downpour, the layers of his clothing
molded to his impressive body like a second skin, a fact that did not go unnoticed. Blair's mouth went suddenly fuzzy, and as dry as the
Kalahari Desert where he'd studied nomadic lifestyles on his first field trip as an anthropologist.
And * tall* was the least attractive thing about the man standing in front of him, which was to say, that he might have been one of the
best-looking men ever to have crossed Blair Sandburg's path.
"Uh, I'm looking for Sandburg." Well, this couldn't be the guy who was going to crawl up his dead computer's butt to retrieve the lost data.
Not possible. Nobody who did that for a living looked like this. Who was he? Why was he here? Oh, Christ, suppose he was an insurance
salesman. Nah. No briefcase.





"Pleasure to meet you. So, what can I do for you?"
The voice became edgy. "I'm from the Technical Center. You were expecting me?" The question/statement had an exasperated burnish to it.
"Well, I was expecting 'somebody.'" *But not you.* "I assumed ... the thing is ... who I expected ..." Blair tried to stop babbling. "... uh,
Maggie's brother-in-law, Jack, said someone named Ellers." Lying through his straight, white teeth, he recovered badly.
The other man's eyes seemed to pin him to a spot on the warped floor under his feet. Sandburg had the strangest notion that he knew what
captured specimens felt like.
"Well, it's Ellison." The surprisingly rich voice informed him. Blair could feel each syllable in his toes -- and his hip pocket. It made
Sandburg consider possibilities that hadn't seem likely just a moment ago. "Jack's my boss." The wet Jim Ellison added, almost as an
afterthought.
"Oh, OK, well, it's nice to meet you." Awkwardly, Blair shoved his hand forward, which Jim took. They held onto one another for a few
seconds until Ellison cleared his throat.
"So, is this it?"
"Is what it?"
"The computer?" He nodded toward the sleeping menace on the desk.
"The computer? Oh, yeah, the computer." He pointed behind him to the miscreant desktop. "I'm really sorry man to bring you over here in
such a terrible storm," Blair apologized, "but the stuff I lost is really important."
"It always is, pal."
"Blair. Blair Sandburg."
"I know, chief. We just met, remember?"
"Oh, yeah." Blair almost giggled. What the hell was wrong with him? Why was the man whose complicated social life gave multi-tasking a
whole new meaning, suddenly flustered and sounding as though he were an ESL student -- English as a Second Language?
"Uh, if you want, you can hang your stuff over there." He nodded toward the coat rack near the window. Jim Ellison first peeled off the thin,
soaked outer jacket. "God, you're really wet, man. Want to take that shirt off, too? I probably have something around here that you could
wear -"
The barest of smiles crept over Ellison's face at the notion. "It's OK. I have a tee-shirt on underneath." With that, he stripped off the blue
work shirt, revealing an upper body that only a good God could have created, and years of exercise could have maintained. Blair wondered
how anybody could develop such a perfect physique. Exactly how many push-ups, chin-ups and crunches did you have to do a day to look
Many Faces of Jim - Intro
58
like that?
As Ellison sat down and settled in to the task at hand, Blair began doing what he did best: observing. This guy's great looking and well
disciplined. He's a techie -- can't be brain-dead. So why was *subject* Jim Ellison sitting in the basement of Hargrove Hall, doing, for lack of
a better term, a crap job, something that a college kid with half-a-brain could probably do? The scientist in Sandburg was jump-started by the
paradoxes. What was the story here?
Blair suddenly realized that the mystery man in question was staring at Blair staring at him. Self-consciously, the young teacher backed
away from the poster boy for unadulterated maleness.
Sitting somewhat uncomfortably at the small desk, which had a negligible amount of space under it for his long legs, Ellison began by
popping in floppy disks into both drivers, then powered up the unit. The sputtering, whirling sounds gave Blair hope that he hadn't had 30
minutes earlier. Watching the monitor intently, the man entered several commands on the keyboard at break-neck speed and with
accustomed assuredness.
"How's it look?"
Without moving his head, Ellison mumbled, "Like your damned office was robbed. Does it always look like this?"
Blair surveyed the ordered disarray of his domain. "What do you mean? I know where everything is. It's just I have a unique system." For
emphasis, Blair pointed his index finger to his left temple. "It's all up here. Trust me."
"Why do I think that, coming from you, those are the two scariest words in the English language, chief?"
Both men smiled at one another unguardedly. The shared moment suddenly made them realize how much they'd enjoyed the last few
minutes. It was easy and comfortable between them - and it had taken no time at all, really. Sometimes, the best things happened just like
that. You meet someone special, and, suddenly, everything you knew, or thought you knew, was turned upside down.
Almost unwillingly, Blair shook himself away from the pleasant thought. *Stop it, Sandburg! You're just blowing smoke up your own ass.
This guy's going to do his job, leave, and probably go home to the wife and kids. End of story. Tomorrow, everything goes back to same-old,
same-old. You, here. Students, teaching, dissertation, laundry. Day-to-day stuff. Back to business before Ellison thinks I'm crazy.
Correction. Crazier.*
"Anything I can do to help? I mean besides staying out of the way? Oh, I guess I shouldn't bother you if we ever want to get this solved. Or
fixed. Whatever we recover, it will be better than nothing. Listen to me with the "we" business. Truth is, other than turning one of those
damned things on, I don't really have a background in computers. I'm more of a software maven, myself. Know that word 'maven'? 'Expert.'
It means 'expert.' Anyway, maybe I should just play around with one of them -- get my hands in its guts -- until it cries 'uncle!' So, what do
you think?"
"What do I think?" Ellison didn't make eye contact, but another smile crept across his handsome face. "I think you never take a breath
unless it's absolutely necessary."
Blair's answering smile was even brighter. Brilliant, in fact. It reached all the way to his shining, guileless eyes. "You're wrong, man. I
breathe all the time. Even took a course in it once. So, you need anything?"
"Well, maybe a little water."
"Water? What do you use the water for?" A puzzled Blair asked. "Isn't that, like, dangerous? I never heard of ... uh ... oh, you mean *you*
want a little water. For yourself. To drink."
"Something like that, yeah." Now Ellison was chuckling, and not trying to hide it from the other man.
"Jesus, I sound like my IQ points are dropping faster than the NASDAQ. Let me get you a Poland Spring." Blair walked over to the tiny
refrigerator hidden away in the corner to get a sports-top bottle.
As the little door swung open, the big man suddenly shielded his eyes as though he'd blinded. "Christ!" He yelled. "Shut that damned thing,
will you?" Helplessly, Sandburg looked around to see if something corrosive had splashed in Jim's face. But from where?
The small light certainly couldn't have been the problem, could it? The young teacher knelt down beside Ellison.
"What's wrong, man? Talk to me! Take your hands away from your face! Please! Here, let me see your eyes!" Blair tried to peel away Jim's
hands from his face, a bolt of pure electricity coursed between the two of them. Jim's hands fell away and he looked at Blair, He felt
breathless and open and exposed. And young. And aroused. Alice must have felt this way falling down the rabbit hole into unfamiliar,
uncharted territory.
Ellison's icy eyes shot arrows of promise deep in the anthropologist's direction -- equal parts fire and passion. And Blair Jacob Sandburg was
the one and only target. Jim's two large hands wrapped themselves around the younger man's waist and held on, as if for dear life.
Neither spoke for a time, but rather, tried to get their rapid breathing under control. The tableau finally ended when the jarring ring of the
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phone brought them back to the here and now.
"You better answer that, Sandburg." Ellison let his fingers trail down Sandburg's thighs before dropping away.
"Uh, what? Oh, the phone. Yeah ... yeah, I'd better." The flushed and flustered anthropologist released Jim's face, got up unsteadily on his
feet, leaned over the edge of his desk and picked it up on the sixth ring. And he never stopped looking in Ellison's direction.
"Uh, hi. Uh. Anthropology."
"Blair?"
"Yes. This is Blair Sandburg. Can I help you?"
"You're kidding, right? Blair, it's Terri."
"Terri? Terri. Uh, Terri! Hi! I didn't ... I was going to call you. So, hello."
"Blair? What the hell's wrong with you? You're stuttering. Are you alright?"
"Me? Nothing's wrong with me. Well, that's not exactly true. My damned office computer gave up the spirit earlier today, and I've got grades
due, and a tech guy's here right now trying to fix it. Everything's ... you know ... 'fubar ... "
"What?"
"Fucked up beyond all repair."
"You sound funny. You sure you're OK?"
"Uh, yeah, aside from the obvious."
"So, are we still on?"
"I don't know, Terri. I'm in the middle of this mess, and I ... maybe we'd just better cancel dinner."
"And what about later? Can I still expect you?"
"About later ... Can I take a rain check on that too? I just don't know how long this is going to take."
Jim looked up at the young man perched on the edge of the desk and mouthed "About a half-hour more."
Blair stared down at the chiseled profile, and felt as though he'd been kicked in the stomach. But in the best possible way. Turning his back
toward the tech center rep who'd taken over his chair - and, a lot more in the last hour, it felt like - Sandburg almost whispered the lie into
the phone, "He says he doesn't have any idea how long it's going to take." Even as the words left his lips, Blair could feel his co-conspirator
grinning from ear to ear. "I'm sorry, but this is really, REALLY, important, Terri. Everything has to be turned into the office by 9:00 AM
tomorrow, or I am, uh, screwed."
The usually understanding nurse Blair Sandburg had been dating for the past several months disappeared. The woman who replaced her was
tough as nails and twice as unforgiving. "Well, at least you're gonna get screwed somewhere tonight. Goodbye, Blair." Sandburg heard the
receiver on the other end of the line slam down hard enough to make him wince. A quiet laugh rose up behind him.
"So, as long as your plans fell through, chief, maybe you want to come over to my place while I retrieve your stuff."
"You mean you really can do it? You can get all of it back?"
"Well, there are no absolutes, but, yes, I'm 99 percent sure. What you've managed to get yourself is a variation of Trojan horse virus that
tags along with e-mails. Something you accessed, probably yesterday or earlier today. I can clean it up with one or two programs I have at
home. We'll pack up the computer, and get out of here in a few minutes."
"We're gonna take it, just like that?"
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"Well, we're not going to steal it. We'll fix it and bring the damned thing back later tonight."
"And you got the equipment I need?"
Ellison smiled. "Yeah. I think so."
"Well, OK, but only if you let me buy you dinner afterwards. That goes even if you can't get my stuff back."
The look on Ellison's face said it all. "I'd never lie to you, Sandburg. I'll do right by you." The seemingly odd, determined choice of words,
and the feelings backing them up that Blair heard in the other man's voice, made his heart race.
"Promise?"
"I promise you'll have those grades faster than you can get this place cleaned up. And you don't have to buy me dinner. Fact is, I don't eat
out much."
Sandburg was surprised. "Really? I'd have pegged you for a meat and potatoes kind of guy from way back."
"Well," Jim admitted ruefully, "I used to be. Wonderburger was my favorite. Now, food tastes and smells ... peculiar. It even 'feels' weird in
my mouth."
A stunned Blair Sandburg slowly assembled pieces of the puzzle in his mind. The overreaction to visual stimulus, problems with olfactory
and oral sensations. No. It couldn't be, could it? This wasn't the movies.
"That sucks, man. Which foods?"
"Just about everything." Jim answered, as he unhooked the power cord and monitor cables.
"Well, I bet I could whip something up that'd make your mouth water."
"I'll just bet you could." Ellison looked embarrassed as he realized what he'd just said. "Uh, sorry, I didn't mean that the way it sounded."
"Too bad." Blair teased.
The color in Jim's cheeks seemed to intensify. "So, you want to ride along, or follow my truck?"
"Truck?"
"Yeah. A classic. A '69 Ford."
"'69?' Hey, that was a great year! It was the year I was born!" Blair informed him, as he donned a dark green parka and six-foot long,
non-matching scarf.
"Well, I won't hold it against Ford. Or you. So, you trust riding with a perfect stranger?"
"Perfect? I don't know as I'd go that far. But, you're no stranger to me. And I ..." Blair stammered as he admitted, almost shyly, "I think I'd
always be safe with you around."
Jim stopped putting on his semi-dry work shirt and the jacket he'd worn in. Something special flashed across Ellison's strong, patrician
features. Or was it just Blair's imagination?
"Here," he handed Sandburg the small tool kit he'd brought with him. "You take this," Jim said gruffly, yet pleased, "and I'll haul this thing
out. Hey, chief, make sure you lock up when we leave."
"Of course, I'm going to lock up. Do you think I'm a fool? Don't answer that!" Nag, nag, nag. They sounded like an old married couple.
Unfamiliar feelings washed over Blair, overwhelming him. *I've never been so 'at home' with anybody in my life. Jesus, is this what the 'real
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deal' feels like?* He watched the tall figure precede him out the door and down the hallway, carrying the desktop computer easily. Blair
knew, for a certainty, that Jim would fix it. More than that, this man could fix anything in the young scientist's life that needed fixing.
Jim Ellison was Blair Sandburg's 'brass ring.'
***
The two men enjoyed the mostly-silent ride to Ellison's place at 852 Prospect Avenue. As Jim swung the door to #307 open, Blair was
frankly amazed by the number of computers, monitors, printers, and other paraphernalia placed neatly throughout the living room. Little
furniture decorated the apartment: a small desk, couch, TV, fireplace in one corner, and a dining room table covered with additional
electronic equipment. Sandburg guessed that the bed, and maybe the bathroom, was in the loft overhead. A spotless kitchen area and small
empty room under the steps was the sum and total of Chez Ellison. Not a very warm or inviting kind of place. More like a laboratory than
anything else.
"Christ, are you a spy? I've never seen a setup like this. I mean, other than in bad cold-war films. How can you afford this, working for
Rainier? Unless you're, like, independently wealthy or something. Are you? Uh, sorry, man, I didn't mean to pry. It's none of my business."
Jim looked at the slightly flushed, upturned face. "You're right, it isn't. But I have the feeling that never stops you, does it, professor? So,
want a beer before we get started?"
"Get started doing what?" Blair's eyes widened at the suggestion. "Oh, the computer. I got it. Sure, I could go for a cold one. Thanks, man."
Walking toward his refrigerator, Jim suddenly veered toward the counter where the phone sat and picked it up. For a moment, Blair
wondered what had happened, since he hadn't heard the ring. Ellison began to speak.
"Ellison. Oh, hello, dad."
So, there were no wife or kids in evidence, but there was a father. Judging from Jim's tone of voice and cool attitude, Blair got the distinct
impression that it wasn't a cordial relationship.
"No. Stop right now. We've been over this before. I'm not going to keep the appointment." Even though Ellison's face was turned away from
Sandburg, the body language spoke volumes. "Because I don't want to. I've been to too many doctors as it is. No. You're not listening to me.
But then, when did you ever?" Jim began to stalk back and forth through the living room, reminding Blair of a black panther he'd seen as a
kid at some small, out-of-the-way zoo in the Southwest. There were striking parallels. Both of these *animals* seemed out of place. The cat,
imprisoned in a cage that didn't fit it; this man, in a life that did the same. "I don't care that they're the best that money can buy. Money can't
buy everything, Dad. You should know that by now. It couldn't buy you the son you wanted, or me a real father. This conversation is over.
Good-bye." With that, Jim cut the connection. Angry silence rang through the apartment, then almost-chant, "Shit, shit, shit, shit ..."
Feeling helpless, but needing to do *something,* Blair moved slowly toward the big man who was standing motionless nearby. Tentatively,
Sandburg stretched his hand forward, within touching distance of the small of his new friend's back.
"Jim? Are you OK?"
"It was my father."
"Yeah, I kind of figured."
"Christ, I'm fucking 30 plus, and my old man's still pushing all my buttons."
"You want to talk about it?"
"No, I don't want to talk about it. Talking doesn't solve everything."
"OK!" Blair put up his hands in a gesture of surrender. "Well, uh, let me see what kind of food you've got around here."
"The kitchen's ..."
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"I think I can handle this mission on my own, Jim."
"Listen, I'm sorry. Usually, I don't bite the hand that's going to feed me. While you're doing whatever the hell it is you're going to do, I'm
going to take a quick shower. I've been in these clothes about six hours' too long. Can you stay out of trouble for 10 minutes?" As he spoke,
Jim stripped off the grimy tee shirt.
Seeing the magnificent chest that Blair could only have guessed at - or imagined in his deepest, most erotic dreams - his mouth almost
refused to obey him. But it came through in the pinch.
"I'll try not to hurt myself or touch anything important."
"Riiiiiggghhhttt." The lines of tension in Jim's face began to smooth out.
"Jim, how did you hear it?"
"Hear what?"
"The phone. I didn't. And the display light is so small, you couldn't possibly have seen it from across the room."
"No? Well, my hearing's pretty good."
"Pretty good? Bats must be losing sleep over you, man."
"Then they're the only ones." Ellison said offhandedly, but with a sadness that only a sensitive ear - and heart to match - could recognize.
Blair didn't know how to answer that, but he needed to say something. "I bet that's not true."
"You'd lose, chief. I'll be out in a few minutes." With that, Jim turned away and headed through the closed door at the end of the hallway.
As Sandburg heard a strong spray of water continuing to hit tile, he reflected on what he knew so far: sight, taste, smell, and hearing off the
chart. Four out of five. He needed to find out about the fifth sense: touch. Then, he'd know for sure.
Blair wandered around the living room to absorb ... what? More clues to the puzzle that was Jim Ellison? The most obvious thing was that
there were precious few photos. Only one, actually, hung on the wall on the far side of the room. He walked over to it, and peered through
the second set of doors, which led to the balcony. The view of Cascade's bay was probably wonderful on a bright, sunny day. In the picture,
a younger Jim Ellison stood in an Army uniform, facing the camera, alongside a group of seven other soldiers. Hell, that was a Ranger's beret
and insignia and ... Ellison ... Ellison ... Jesus H. Christ. Blair's hand went to his mouth as everything began to click into place. This guy was
Captain James Ellison, the hero who'd spent 18 months in Peru, the sole survivor of his lost Army unit. Sandburg remembered reading about
it in the NEWS cover story. Details had been sketchy about Ellison's mission (with the Army supplying the information, would could you
expect?). But the one thing that impressed Blair was that the Chopec natives with whom Ellison had lived had apparently adopted the
American Army Captain. Blair knew that kind of honor was bestowed on few. Ellison had to have done something special, or been someone
special, to those indigenous people. Sandburg's ruminations were interrupted as Jim Ellison reappeared, barefoot, wearing sweat pants and
toweling off his short hair. The magnificent body gleamed with water droplets clinging like jealous lovers. Blair swore that he'd never seen
anyone so beautiful in his entire life.
"What's the matter, Sandburg? You OK?" Ellison hung the pale blue towel around his neck. It matched his eyes perfectly, and made them
look luminescent in the soft lights scattered throughout the room.
"Uh, yeah, sure. Let me finish up dinner. I found the fixings for three-cheese omelets. Well, actually, *two*-cheese omelets. And some old
bread. You know, you really shouldn't be eating white bread. It's not good for you."
"Lots of things aren't. But I eat them -- and do them -- just the same."
Hearing Blair sputter, Jim smiled to himself and walked over to the waiting computer. In less than two minutes, it was set up with power
cord, monitor, keyboard, and mouse. Then, Jim placed two special recovery disks, that he pulled from his desk's top drawer, into the drives
and turned the unit on. While Sandburg concerned himself with setting the table, tending to the food which he turned down to 'warm,' and
brewing some fresh coffee, Ellison cleaned out the virus, and found the lost Anthropology 101 grades, everyone from Avery, R., to Zysk, L.
He duped the information onto a backup floppy, and then pulled it out of the computer.
"How's it going?" Blair put down the silverware, trotted over to stand behind Ellison and watched what was happening. Names and numbers
he recognized flew by.
"You're back in business, chief."
"You did it, man! You are GOOD!" Enthusiastically, he thumped Jim on the back in gratitude. He left his hands sitting gently on the broad
shoulders. "It's like ... magic."
Magic. That described how Blair felt to a *T.* But was it shared? Sandburg lifted his hands, and walked back to check on the toast. "Dinner
will be ready in five, man."
Ellison's fingers continued stroking the keyboard. A Word file, called TSBBS.DOC caught his eye as it popped up on the 21-inch monitor. It
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was the document Sandburg had worked on immediately before the grading program. Curiously, Jim double-clicked, and opened it to make
sure that the file hadn't also been corrupted. Scanning quickly through the introduction, Ellison slowed down, as he began to realize what he
was reading. Jim's features blanched as he recognized what was, for all intents and purposes, a scientific explanation of who -- and what --
he was. His condition had a name.
"Sandburg! Come over here!" He shouted. "Your thesis ...this Sentinel thing. Tell me about it!"




"When did your senses first begin to act up? To come 'on-line'?"
"In the Army. No, that's not true." Jim admitted. "When I was a kid, I had problems. But I seemed to get over it when I was about 11."
"Get over it - or forget about it?"
Jim nodded.
"You repressed your abilities and the memories of them." Blair clarified.
"I don't know. Maybe. I guess. I just didn't want to be a freak. Then, everything seemed OK until a few years ago. My control started to slip.
It was bad, really bad. Everything went haywire. I thought I was losing my mind." Ellison began to pace.
"Can you be more specific, Jim?"
"You want a list? Lights too bright, sounds too loud, smells that made me want to vomit, skin so sensitive I couldn't stand wearing clothes.
I've seen dozens of doctors, some high mucky-muck specialists, but none of them have been able to find anything wrong with me."
Sandburg's heart beat a tattoo of unbelievable discovery. *God,* he prayed to whichever deity was listening, *please let this be what I think
- and hope -- it is. And let me be able to help this man I think I ... love.*
"And this all happened after you came back from Peru, right?"
Ellison stopped dead in his tracks in front of the younger man. "How did you know about the time I spent there?"
"I put two and two together. I remember reading about you when you first got back to Cascade. Then you kind of fell off the face of the
earth. I can imagine how hard it's been for you." Tentatively, Blair stretched out his fingers and touched the bigger man's chest. A surge of
energy passed between them as they automatically drew closer. "You need someone who understands your condition. Let me show you
something." Blair walked over to where he'd dropped his backpack, and pulled out the copy of the Burton book that he carried with him.
"Sir Richard Burton - the explorer, not the actor -- was the one and only expert on sentinels, people born with a genetic advantage, like you.
In primitive cultures, these ..."
"Scouts?"
"No, 'watchman' would be a better translation. Under the eye of the tribe's shaman, they'd develop their hyperactive senses and use them to
protect and serve the village."
"So, what's this got to do with me?"
"Jim, in my thesis research, I've found hundreds of people with one or two heightened senses. Like people with an acute sense of taste
working for a coffee company, or heightened sense of smell working for a perfume manufacturer. But never anybody with all five senses
heightened. You don't see it, do you? I don't want to scare you with what I'm about to say. But I think you just may be the living
embodiment of ... of my field of study."
"You're losing me, here, chief." Jim retorted, handing Blair the formatted disk with the lost grades and a copy of the dissertation saved to it.
"I'm no watchman, no caretaker, no protector. I'm nothing, or no one special."
"You're so fucking wrong! You could be. And should be. You need someone who understands your condition ... like me." Blair's hand had
no sooner closed over the floppy, than he found his highly charged words swallowed up by Jim's lips on his. The shorter man reached out
blindly, dropping the disk on dining room table with one hand, and wrapping his other around Ellison's corded neck. He relished the
ravenous lips on his, in contrast to the feel of the hard, bare muscles pressing against him through his flannel shirt.
"Jim ... Jim ...one more thing ..." Sandburg gasped as Jim continued to rain kisses on his face and neck, and milk his mouth ruthlessly. "what
about ... what about ... heightened tactile ... extra-sensitive ... oh, fuck ... touchy-feely?"
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"Christ, yes!" Jim's magical touch wasn't limited to Hewlett-Packard, Compaq, Dell, and other no-name brands. His fingers were
everywhere, on Blair's face, sliding down the young scientist's shoulders, clawing at his back, massaging, groping, taking possession of what
Ellison knew now was his.
And just when Blair thought the sensations couldn't get any more intense, Jim's tongue plunged into the waiting mouth. This was no
testosterone-spiked dream. Jim Ellison was real, and in the process of lifting Sandburg off the ground, and encouraging him to wrap his short,
muscular legs around the taller man's waist. In a split second, Blair understood and launched himself toward Ellison. Everything was wet and
arousing and needy and passion-filled. Sandburg felt his butt hit the kitchen countertop, luckily devoid of food. As he looked down, Jim was
unzipping his fly and diving for buried treasure. Bang! Holy Grail for a second time. The single-minded Ellison fondled Blair's impossibly
hard cock with his hand, stroking it masterfully, lovingly.
"And what's in it for you, chief?"
"Jim ... Jesus ... what ... what ... I ... I ... want ... want you to ..."
"Is this what you want, Blair?" The tip of Blair's dick was swallowed up by Jim Ellison, who began sucking masterfully. Sandburg felt the
smooth, cool surface against his ass, in stark contrast to the hot, ragged intensity of Jim's mouth on him. Staggering surprise and outrageous
pleasure made Sandburg whimper and cry out at the intimacy and the intensity. Jim Ellison reacted to the intoxicating sounds and pushed
forward to take the whole cock into his waiting mouth. Hanging on for dear life, there was nowhere else to go, and still Jim needed more.
Blair couldn't hold out for another second. He screamed loudly as he spurted his hot seed down into the waiting throat.
Then, it was over. Gradually softening and growing calmer, Sandburg patted Jim's head fondly, smoothing the golden brown hair with his
fingers. He spoke quietly as he continued to stroke across the broad forehead.
"You, know, sentinels used to have someone with them ... someone to watch their backs ..."
"You volunteering, chief?" Jim questioned, still resting his head against Blair's wet groin.
"Yeah ... if you let me ... if you want ..."
"I want it all, chief. I want to know more about this Sentinel thing. I want to help you with your work. And ... uh, shit, Blair ... I want
*you.*"
"You mean like your guide?"
"I mean like 'everything.'"
Jim licked his way up Sandburg's chest until he reached those full, parted lips. The two kissed again, but this time, with all the tenderness and
love both were starved - and destined -- for. Blair struggled to find the right words. "So, you're OK with it, Jim? With 'us'? Jim? Please say
something, man."
As Jim Ellison, soon-to-be-former computer geek, and now finally-identified Sentinel, scooped the smaller man up effortlessly and carried
him up the stairs toward the bed - their bed, if he had anything to say about it - he answered. "Byte me, Sandburg."
The answer shot back: "Anytime, big guy. Anytime."
THE END
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Days of Whine and Roses
By Silk
"I can't believe you fucking did that, man."
"Did what?" I tried to focus my eyes, but the whole room seemed to be blurry. "Do I wear glasses, Chief?"
"No, Jim, you don't. And don't change the fucking subject!"
"What subject? What were we talking about?"
"What you did, man."
"What did I do?"
I couldn't tell, but I had the vague feeling that Sandburg was pissed off about something. Maybe it was the way his mouth was pursed
together so tightly, it looked as if any more pressure would make his face fly apart. Eww…not a pretty picture.
Especially not on a stomach that had been abused like mine.
Oh, yeah, it was all coming back to me. That's why Sandburg was pissed off. He had to get out of bed in the middle of the night to come
collect me at the police station.
Oh, not cause I was working. Cause I was drunk. I ended up at the PD cause I had a minor disagreement with the bartender. Over the tab.
He thought I owed one, and I didn't.
Simon vouched for me. The bartender dropped the charges once he found out that I was a cop. That should have been the fucking end of it.
But no…
You know, sometimes Sandburg reminded me of a dog. A terrier. They're the ones that latch onto your pant leg and won't let go, aren't they?
I mean, I bet a guy could practically do the hokey pokey and those dogs would just be swinging around in circles.




"You fucking idiot," Sandburg murmured under his breath. He probably assumed that I was way past hearing anything. But he was wrong.
My senses were turned up so high, I couldn't stand it. No wonder I felt so fucking awful. My head lolled to the side, completely out of my
control. But the worst was-I was drooling. I could feel it, this tiny bit of spittle seeping from the corner of my mouth. All I wanted to do was
lick it away, but I couldn't convince my tongue to cooperate.
Sandburg was frowning. Did he know how adorable he looked when he frowned? To my horror, that was exactly what came out of my
mouth. "Do you know how adorable you look when you frown?"
Oh, thanks. None of my bodily functions were online except for speech now. And that came out crystal clear.
"Ador-Jim, you had even more than I thought!"
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Suddenly I realized that I was lying on my back in the middle of my bed. How did I get there? I didn't remember the ride home. Hell, I didn't
even remember the ride in the elevator.
Sandburg was undressing me.
Waitaminute! Run that by me again! Sandburg was undressing me?
His solid, well-shaped hands worked at my clothing almost dispassionately. If it weren't for the constant muttering under his breath, I would
have thought he wasn't paying a bit of attention to the skin he was uncovering.
Warning! Warning! Danger! Intruder in enemy territory! My senses were going haywire at the feel of his hands on my hips. I jerked away
from him somehow and he blinked sleepily at me.
"Jim, I have to take your pants off. You can't sleep in your pants."
No, no, no. Must not remove pants. Pants good. Shit, I was incapable of thought beyond monosyllables and two word phrases. But one
thought was paramount in my drunken brain. My pants were hiding a very big secret.
"Please, Chief," I begged with my eyes. Sandburg looked startled, as if there was a message there he had recently discovered. A message
only he could decipher.
His hands moved away, patting my hips almost absently. "Okay, Jim," he said, as if he understood.
Maybe he wouldn't be pissed off anymore by morning.
Maybe he was never pissed off at all.
***
When I woke up, it was almost dawn. Sandburg was asleep in the chair. I studied him for a few precious seconds before he shook off sleep.
His eyes opened and caught my reckless scrutiny. Our eyes held for the longest time before he broke the silence with a hoarse whisper.
"I wasn't angry, Jim. I was worried."
"I know."
"You're…um…really important to me."
"Same here."
As if abruptly aware that he might be neglecting his Guide duties, he inquired, "How are your senses? Still out of whack?"
I nodded. "But how did you know? I never told you."
He stood up and approached the edge of the bed. "Jim, I know lots of things that you never told me."
His hands, so strong and capable hours before, fluttered at his side. There was a moment coming, a moment that we could both feel, and I
only hoped that I wasn't too drunk to appreciate it.
"Chief? I'm having a bit of a sensory spike here. Could you help me out? Please?"
"Sure, Jim."
He sat down on the bed, his hip touching my leg. "Which sense is it?"
Resisting the temptation to say, all of 'em, I whispered, "Touch."
"Dial it down, man."
"I can't."
"What do you mean, you can't? The dials have always worked before. What's wrong?"
Ignoring the question, I concentrated what feeble mental power I had on Sandburg. Though I had reason to doubt the quality of the
information my senses were returning, I could tell one thing. Sandburg wasn't anxious. He was excited.
Well, well, would wonders never cease. I had a mind to make him feel a helluva lot more than that.
"I need you to ground me, Chief."
"Ground you? How? My voice has always worked before. Why isn't it working now?"
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"Because my senses are so far out of range, Chief. I need you to bring me back."
"Jim, you're *not* zoning."
"Yes, I am. You just can't see it."
"That's ridiculous. You're talking to me. You can't be zoned."
"Oh, shit, Chief. Stop arguing with me and come over here."
"Over where, Jim?"
The little prick was making me beg. He knew what I wanted. "Christ, Chief, you know how fucking repressed I am!"
Fuck, there were tears in my eyes. That's what I got for getting drunk. Getting in touch with those feelings had a price.
He stared at me intently, the smoky blue of his eyes slowly disappearing, only to be replaced by the blackness of his pupils as they dilated. I
couldn't think about it anymore. I grabbed one of his hands and turned it over, palm up. His mouth opened as he watched helplessly. I closed
my eyes and kissed his palm at the same time.
"Thank you," I whispered. For allowing this. For taking care of me. For making me the most important thing in your life. If he never returned
my feelings, I was grateful for this much.
"For what?"
"For this."
"Jim," Sandburg began, stopping seconds later. He rubbed his cheek against my hand. That's when I realized that I was still holding his hand.
"I would do anything for you."
"Anything?"
His restless motion ceased. He looked directly into my eyes and said, "Anything."
"Are you sure about this? Cause there's no going back if-"
Sandburg chuckled softly. "Jim, you didn't just get drunk, you got stupid. I want this. Probably more than you do."
"Oh, no," I said, pulling him closer. His body settled comfortably against mine, I wondered why I ever thought this could feel anything but
right. "You couldn't want this more than I do."
"Is that why you got drunk?"
I sank both hands into his hair and kissed him. When we finally broke apart, I said, "This is why."
Sandburg sighed heavily. "So the only way you could confront the fact that you wanted to fuck a guy was to get drunk. I'm not surprised, but
I'm not flattered either."
He wasn't. He sounded heartbroken. What did I do wrong? Oh, God, it didn't matter whether I was drunk or not. I still couldn't make him
understand.
"It's okay, Jim," he said sadly. "I can take care of this, too. Like I always do."
Before I could choke out another word, Sandburg had moved down the length of my body, his hand caressing the burgeoning arousal
trapped inside my pants. When he unzipped my pants, I gasped, but I couldn't protest the feel of his fingers against my cock. It throbbed
within his grasp as if it were a separate part of me.
All at once his mouth engulfed me. I was so close, I couldn't hold back. I barely shuddered and came, flooding his mouth with bitter fluid.
Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, Sandburg looked tired. Pasting an obviously false smile on his face, he said, "Glad I could help
you out, Jim. Why don't you go back to sleep?"
Part of me was relieved. There would be no confrontation now. It would come later. When I had regained control of my senses, not to
mention the rest of me.
Part of me was ashamed. This was using Sandburg, plain and simple. It was cheating, too, because it wasn't what I wanted from him.
Correction. It wasn't the only thing I wanted from him.
"Chief-"
"Go to sleep, Jim."
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I had to make him listen to me. "Blair-"
At the sound of his given name, his body jerked as if struck. "Don't, Jim. Please. I don't want to talk about this."
"Well, I do."
"Fuck you, Jim. Fuck you and what *you* want."
He was crying. I could count on the fingers of one hand the number of times I had seen Sandburg cry. After losing Maya. After the fountain.
After the dissertation fiasco. Fuck, I never knew I was *that* fucking important.
With great effort, I managed to sit up, all by myself. My head pounded like a jackhammer, but I consciously fought for control. I had to dial
it down. Had to. Or I would lose Blair.
"Blair, listen to me cause I don't know if I can say this more than once. I love you."
"Yeah, yeah, Jim. Whatever. You don't have to lie to me. It wasn't *that* good a blowjob."
"I'm not lying and you're right. It wasn't that good a blowjob."
"Gee, thanks, Jim. You're making me feel *so* much better."
"I mean, it wasn't good enough for me to lie about how I feel." I grabbed Sandburg's arm and he looked apathetically down at my hand, as if
he were studying which fingers would leave imprints on his skin.
I stood up, albeit shakily, and Sandburg caught me. Against his will, no doubt. Part of him probably wanted nothing more than to see me hit
the floor and break my nose.
I cupped my hands on his shoulders, feeling the silken ends of his hair trailing across my knuckles. He looked almost scared. Suddenly so
was I.
I bent my head to his ear, my lips barely brushing his skin. But my senses were still tuned so high, I felt it everywhere. "I love you, Blair."
When he moved to pull away, I was ready. I braced my legs wide apart for balance and held onto him for dear life. Because that's what he
was to me. Dear life.
His blue eyes shimmering with tears, he said, "I'm not here to scratch your itch, Jim. I fucking love you."
"Good. Cause I fucking love you, too."
"But-"
I kissed him. "And I will keep telling you as many times as I have to. Till you believe me."
"If I say I believe you, could we practice this kissing thing some more? Cause I'm not sure you're doing it right."
I framed his face with both hands before taking his mouth in a possessive kiss that frankly surprised the hell out of me. My tongue slid
between his lips and I stopped thinking about dialing down my senses. I wanted to feel all of this. Every last little bit.
"Jim? Jim? You're zoned for real, man. Come back, Jim. Come back to me."
"I'll always come back to you, Blair. I love you."
"I know, man. I know."
"I don't know if we're ready for fucking yet," I blurted out. Afraid to look at Blair, I leaned my forehead on his. This was what I wanted. No,
needed. The freedom to touch him at will.
He stroked my face with his thumb. It was such a tiny gesture but so significant. Like the gentle kiss that followed. "I love you, Jim. We can
go as slow or as fast as we want. Cause no one else matters."
I relaxed against Blair. "Just you and me, Chief."
"Always, Jim."
My fingers threaded through his long, beautiful hair. "I don't think Simon expects to see me at work today."
"Feeling a little under the weather, Jim?"
My hands slid a little lower on his body, cupping and massaging his buttocks. Spreading my legs slightly, I pulled Blair into the space I made
for him. He fit. Just like I'd always known he would.
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"What say we both go back to bed?" I whispered against his mouth.
"Together?"
"Is there any other way for us?"
***
When I woke up again, it was around noon. This time I wasn't alone. I had an angel in my arms.
Sunlight spilled through the skylight, setting fire to his dark brown curls. He was so beautiful-
--and he was mine.
End




Blair Sandburg jumped half out of his skin at a strong knock on the door, and checked his face in the reflective surface of the toaster. He
placed a hand on his stomach, willing the fluttering to subside. Smoothing his shirt down, he moved toward the door, taking a deep breath
and releasing it slowly along the way. Grabbing the knob with a shaking hand, he opened the door. And his heart stopped. A tall, slender yet
muscular man stood before him holding a duffel bag. Rain soaked the short brown hair; water dripped off the end of his nose, his loose
clothes plastered to his body.
"Blair Sandburg?"
"Oh. Uh, yeah."
"I'm Jim," the handsome man offered, holding out his hand.
Blair took it, enjoying the firm grip, his mind spinning away with what those hands could do to his body. "Please, come on in."
After Blair shut the door, the man turned to him wearing a sheepish expression. "Do you have somewhere I can change?"
"Sure," he answered, attempting not to gawk. "The bathroom's right through here." After showing his guest the way, he stared at the closed
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door for several long seconds, finally shaking himself out of the sudden arousal induced brain fade.
Grumbling under his breath on the way back to the stove, he made a note to chastise Robert for the understatement of the year. *I think
you'll like this guy. He's totally your type.*
Only a few close friends knew of his proclivity for hiring escorts. Dating stripped too much time away from his work and always ended up
messy. His escorts sometimes liked him because he took the time to inquire about them instead of looking down on them. Other times they
just rolled their eyes and indulged him because he was the dude with the cash. He wondered why a stunningly gorgeous man like Jim worked
in this kind of business. Of course, good looks like that could rack up some major change.
"Sorry about that," a quiet voice to his left told him and he jerked away, eyes widening. Trying to get his heart back down his throat and into
his chest where it belonged, he gulped as he noted the new outfit. Could this man *get* any more gorgeous? He now wore snug blue jeans
and a skin tight black t-shirt, accenting every muscle and leaving the onlooker wondering what kind of package lurked behind the denim.
"Oh my *God*." The temptation to drag Jim to his bed that very second taunted him.
"Hey. Relax." Jim moved closer and placed his hands on tense shoulders. Blair drank in the warmth of the touch, the strength in those agile
fingers. "I won't bite." The older man grinned wickedly then. "Well, of course, unless that's what you're into."
Chuckling nervously, Blair attempted a smile, but it flopped. "Right." Suddenly mesmerized by the smirking lips, he reached up to touch the
smooth lower one, glancing into patient blue eyes. "Can I kiss--" Before he could finish his sentence, the other man pulled his hand out of
the way and covered his mouth, searing him to his very soul. Never had an escort kissed him before, much less like *that*. Pulling back to
give himself some space, he said, "Wow."
"Feel better?" Jim licked his lips as he allowed the younger man to put some distance between them. Backing away a bit, he simply leaned
his hip against the counter, displaying himself for the other man's pleasure.
Ignoring the question, Blair asked, "Would you mind eating dinner with me?"
"No, but it'll cost more."
Blair turned to face the older man. "We should probably discuss that."
"Probably."
"How much?"
"$200 for vanilla sex. $350 for the evening." Jim stated the prices matter-of-factly, not even the faintest flush covering his cheeks.
"Anything spicier, we can negotiate."
Blair pulled his recently lost nerve out of reserve. "What about for the night?"
"You want me to stay the night?" Jim's mouth dropped open slightly.
"How much?"
"$500."
"Done." Disappearing upstairs, Blair momentarily returned with five crisp $100 bills and dropped them on the kitchen table. "Why were you
so surprised that I wanted you to stay?"
"Ah, people usually can't get rid of me fast enough. I mean, once in a while a client will take me out to a nice dinner before..." He grasped
for the words, but they failed him.
"The main event," Blair supplied.
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"Riiiiiight. The main event, but nobody's ever asked me to stay the night."
"Consider yourself asked."
"Consider your invitation accepted."
Blair smiled somewhat mirthfully, intensely satisfied to have the formalities out of the way. Now, they could enjoy their evening together.
"Tell me something, Chief."
"What's that?"
"Your reaction earlier, do you like what you see?"
He chuckled at the irony of such a gorgeous man needing reassurance. "I *definitely* like what I see. A little too much maybe."
Jim reached out and took his hand, pulling him closer. Grabbing two fists full of hair, he kissed Blair hard, bringing their hips together.
Trapping the younger man between himself and the counter, he thrust lazily.
"Wait," Blair murmured against his mouth, unwillingly pushing him away. "Stop."
Planting one last kiss on the upturned lips, Jim took one step back, displaying his hard cock under the tightly stretched denim.
"What the hell was that?"
"Anticipation." After a beat, he asked, "Can I help you with dinner?"
~~~~~~
Blair wiped the corners of his mouth with his napkin. "This is a good salad, Jim. Thanks for helping me."
The older man shrugged. "I have a weakness for Wonder Burger. When I indulge, it's salad lunches and extra hours at the gym."
"You're in excellent shape."
"Thank you." A strange expression settled on Jim's face. "Do you mind if I ask you a question?"
"Not at all."
"How did you get my beeper number?"
"A colleague of mine highly recommended you. I only contact referrals."
"A colleague. What line of work are you in?"
"I'm a professor at Rainier University. Dr. Blair Sandburg at your service." He affected an exaggerated bow in an attempt to throw the
attention off himself.
"You're young to have already acquired a teaching position."
"I started young and work hard." Blair shrugged, his answer honest.
"I'm impressed."
"Speaking of lines of work...," the younger man began, his tact preventing him from just blurting his question out.
Chuckling, Jim smiled. "Here it comes."
"I'm sorry?"
"The inevitable question about how I became a high priced whore."
"I apologize, Jim. I had no right--"
Holding a hand up, the older man forestalled any further objections. "No, it's all right. This isn't my sole means of income if that's what
you're thinking."
The anthropologist in Blair shifted into overdrive. "Then why...?"
"Because I like sex, Chief," Jim purred. "And I'm good at it."
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"So modest, too."
Grinning, Jim attempted to explain. "I look at it this way. I'm gay, just in case you hadn't clued in on that yet."
"You don't say." Blair mocked shock, unable to help himself from being drawn in by this man's charm.
"In my experience, the gay lifestyle is a series of meaningless one night stands. I figure I might as well enjoy myself and get paid for it at the
same time."
"That attitude sucks."
"I prefer the term romantically challenged."
In spite of himself, Blair laughed out loud. "You're a piece of work, Jim."
"I aim to please."
"I'm sure you do."
~~~~~~
Blair wiped a sweaty palm on the leg of his jeans. "Would you like to dance?"
"Dance?" Jim asked, surprise evident on his face.
"Yeah." Blair chuckled nervously again. "I love to dance, but I always seem to get stuck leading."
"Sure. You got any music?"
"Do you like jazz?"
"Jazz is good for dancing."
Blair moved to the CD player and inserted a sampler that he bought for meditating. The music soothed him, his hips automatically swaying.
A hand enclosed his shaking one and turned him, moving him into position. Jim urged Blair's head down onto his shoulder, wrapping one of
the younger man's arms around his back and taking the other hand in his own.
"How's this?"
"Nice," Blair murmured contentedly, thinking that he could easily get used to being in this man's arms, the heat of his body lulling him.
"Tell me something."
"Mmm?
"Am I your first guy?"
Laughing, Blair tilted his head back to look into sincere blue eyes. "Hardly. I had my first guy when I was fifteen."
"And now you're...?"
"Thirty."
"You're kidding. You don't look a day over twenty-two."
Blair smiled, his eyes twinkling. "Thanks."
"So, why are you nervous?"
"That obvious, huh?"
"You're trembling."
"I haven't done this in a long time. I don't indulge myself often."
"Well, we'll just have to make it memorable, won't we?" Jim dipped his head to plant a tender kiss on Blair's lips.
"Yeah." When they broke apart, Robert's words of warning echoed in his mind. *Be careful, Blair. You'll fall hard for this one.* Robert was
so right.
~~~~~~
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The two men faced each other on the couch, each comfortable with the other. Jim planted his feet flat and bent his legs at the knees,
spreading them to make himself available. Blair extended his legs between his companion's, his sock clad foot absently fondling the other
man's balls.
"Can I ask you a personal question?" Blair ventured, laying his head down on the back of the couch while still watching the other man.
"Sure." Jim groaned throatily. "Doesn't mean I'll answer, but you can ask anything you want."
"Don't you ever get tired of people looking down on you?" After a moment he added, "For what you do, I mean?"
Jim watched him back for several long minutes before he spoke, making him think he wouldn't reply. "Honestly? I don't care *what* people
think."
"Do you ever date?"
"Rarely, but I don't escort when I'm in a committed relationship."
Blair's heart constricted at the thought of not seeing Jim again. Outwardly, he covered his feelings remarkably well. "Me, either."
"You don't date? Why not?"
Sighing, Blair said, "There was a time as I was pursuing my doctorate when I went into major denial. I panicked and slept with just about any
female I could get my hands on. Now..." He shrugged. "...I just don't have the energy."
"You don't date men?"
"Only very sparingly. It's hard to find someone you're compatible with and when you do, it almost always seems like you want different
things from a relationship."
"What is it that you want?"
"I suppose I just want someone I can spend time with, someone who's open to it developing into something more. Sex would be good, too,"
he added with a wicked leer.
Jim nodded. "Sex is nice."
Suddenly feeling restless and despondent, Blair got up off the couch and moved to look out the balcony windows. He felt a presence behind
him and looked into Jim's reflection on the glass, seeing what could be sincere concern in the apparition's eyes.
"Did I do something wrong, Chief?" a quiet voice inquired, laced with the concern he saw in the window.
"No." He sighed, dropping his head forward and wrapping his arms around his stomach. "I just... never mind."
Jim placed a hand on his shoulder and squeezed. "You just what?"
"I'm thirty years old. I have my doctorate. I have this *place*. And suddenly I realize I have nothing. I even kid myself into thinking I don't
really use escorts. I mean, I have dinner with you and talk to you to keep from feeling cheap. Funny, isn't it? I'm paying you, yet *I'm* the
one who ends up feeling cheap. Hell, you wouldn't even *be* here if I weren't paying you."
"I might."
Suddenly, Blair whirled, grabbing two fists full of Jim's shirt, pulling him closer. "*Why* do you do this, Jim? You're smart, funny, sexy as
hell. I don't *understand*."
"I--"
Blair shook his head, then leaned it forward onto the chest he held so desperately. "You don't have to answer that. It was out of line. I'm out
of line tonight. I never talk about myself and you're not here two hours before you have me spilling my guts." Tilting his head back and
searching translucent blue eyes, he asked, "Why *is* that?"
"I'm a good listener?"
Laughter bubbled up and out of him so fast that he couldn't hold it back, hysterical laughter that one utters when the only other thing to do
would be to crumble. He hugged the other man close. *God, Jim. I could fall for you so easily. Who am I trying to kid? I'm falling. Robert, I
am going to *kill* you.*
Pulling himself together, Blair released the other man. "I'm sorry, man. You can go if you want. I'm sure you didn't sign on for all of this."
"Do you want me to go?"
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"Not particularly. I'm just a little embarrassed here."
"You invited me to stay, so that's what I'm going to do."
"Cool. Want a beer?" Blair asked, walking toward the kitchen.
"No. I'm fine."
The younger man took a sharp right and plopped down on the couch, head back and eyes closed. He didn't resist when strong arms pulled
him between muscular thighs, his back coming to rest against a hard chest. They sat that way for what must have been an hour, Blair
drawing strength from the warmth leaching into him from the limbs wrapped around him. In a stranger's arms, he found what his heart
yearned for, a stranger who would leave him alone again when the sun rose. Ironic.
~~~~~~
Dozing, Blair awakened completely to a strong hand rubbing him through his jeans. His cock swelling under the expert touch, he spread his
legs as if in autonomic response. He groaned, growing even harder when a muscular arm held him close as he tried to move. "Jim?" he
croaked, clearing his throat as his cheeks burned.
Warm lips kissed his neck, teeth nibbling contentedly at a tender earlobe. "Yes?"
"What are you doing?" he stupidly asked when both those wonderful hands slid to his waistband, popping the button and lowering the zipper
with great agility.
A voice of molten honey chuckled directly into his ear, making him shudder to his very core. "It *has* been a while for you, hasn't it,
Chief?"
"Oh, God." He flopped his head back against Jim's shoulder as a knowing grip circled his length, simply holding him. He fluidly moved his
hips, but the grasp followed him, allowing him no relief whatsoever. A thought occurred in his one firing brain cell and he blurted, "Jim,
wait. This isn't how I wanted..."
Lips brushed his ear as honey bathed his eardrums in a hedonistic rhythm. "It's still early. Let me make you feel good."
His breath suddenly playing hide and seek with his lungs, he surrendered completely. "How could I say no to that?" Flames roared to life in
his belly as those sensual lips curved against the edge of his ear.
Completely relaxing into the cradle of Jim's body, he absorbed the sensation of another man confidently holding his cock, veiling strength
that could crush him or make him soar. Curling him up slightly, the other man's free hand dipped below the waistband of his cotton briefs,
cradling his balls gently. He gasped, jerking, when one finger lazily stroked the skin behind them, his mind at odds with itself as it begged for
the touch to stop while at the same time praying for it to go on forever.
"I think you like that," Jim growled in his ear, his breath teasing, caressing as his thumb moved up to smear the oozing liquid over the spongy
head of his cock.
"Jim, I'm going to explode if you don't do something." The appeal fell on deaf ears.
A playful tongue flipped at his earlobe before teeth returned to nibble at it, making his cock grow impossibly harder. "Oh, you're going to
explode, all right."
Closing his eyes as he resigned himself to his fate, he placed each hand on a denim covered thigh, holding on for dear life. The maddening
stroking behind his balls continued, just a feather of a touch too hard to tickle, driving him out of his mind to the point that he wondered if
he could come from only that. Wishing for completion, he thought maybe if he concentrated on just that one touch, he would push himself
over the edge.
Finally, the hand around his shaft moved and he was conflicted between anger at distracting him and bliss at the sensations growing to full
life in this most vulnerable place. A thumb and forefinger circled the head, fondling the sensitive nerves with the barest of pressure, causing
him to squeeze the thighs in his grasp.
"Oh, yeah, go with it," peripherally made it through to his brain, only registering subconsciously as he desperately strove to cross that peak,
the spiral just out of his reach. His breath now coming in harsh, rapid gasps, he moved in counterpoint to the strokes. Frantically pushing at
his clothes when the first stirrings of completion licked at his balls, he froze completely at the simple word, "No."
Total confusion enveloped his brain. "Huh?"
"Just feel. Nothing exists except my hands and your body."
Floating on the wave of sensation as it carried him, he concentrated on the gentle strokes around the crown of his cock, the caressing
touches behind his balls while fingers simultaneously massaged them as well. A tsunami of ecstasy washed through his whole body, a
startled, choked gasp ripping from his throat as he helplessly drifted along its crest. The hands kept up their torture until the last tremor and
whimper wracked him, only then moving to cradle him in their safety as that revered voice whispered soothingly to him.
Many Faces of Jim - Intro
75
~~~~~~
Snuffling, Blair awoke to find a draft dabbling at his genitals, his eyes widening when he opened them and found himself exposed. "What
the...?"
"I didn't want your clothes to stick to you. I pushed them down so you could sleep."
"Uh, thanks," Blair mumbled, glancing briefly at the hungry gaze focused on his sticky cock and balls.
"How about we give you a bath?"
"A bath?"
"You are familiar with the concept?" a teasing voice quipped, bringing a smile back to his face.
"I do indulge on occasion. University policy demands that my students don't smell me before I arrive."
A hearty laugh escaped into the air at that, muscular arms squeezing him affectionately. "Let's do it, then."
Standing, Blair fumbled with his pants a moment while he contemplated pulling them up and fastening them. Shaking his head, he just
pushed them off, hopping on one foot as he rid himself of them.
"Good choice," Jim's friendly voice approved, a warm hand firmly against Blair's back to steady him if he toppled.
Shoving off toward the bathroom, Blair suddenly turned, his genitals swaying lazily at the sudden change in direction. "Wait a minute." He
gestured at Jim's groin. "Did you?"
The older man shook his head. "Not necessary."
Crossing his arms and wrinkling his brow, Blair refused to be dismissed. "I'm not in the habit of not returning favors."
"In case you've forgotten, it wasn't a favor. It's why I'm here."
His shoulders sagging, Blair's mouth twisted almost bitterly before he turned away. "Yeah, right." He berated himself for letting his guard
down, for allowing himself to be fooled into thinking they were just two guys enjoying each other's company.
"Did I say something wrong, Chief?"
"No," he shortly replied, resolving to keep that $500 firmly in the front of his mind, distancing himself to minimize the inevitable heartbreak
waiting for him come morning. *Why do I have to fall so easily?*
Pulling the shower curtain closed, Blair reached inside and turned on the spray, testing the temperature. He closed his eyes as the clothed
form of his "friend" came to rest against his bare skin, a long arm reaching over his shoulder to turn off the shower head.
"I said a *bath*." Jim stooped to place the stopper in the tub and turn the water on high while Blair held a stiff posture. Turning back to face
the indifferent expression on the younger man's face, the escort's countenance grew stormy. "What?" he thundered.
"Nothing." Blair glanced away, feeling shamefully like one of his past girlfriends having a snit.
"Bull-shit," Jim growled, standing to his full height, grasping the other man's upper arms firmly, but not roughly.
Lifting his gaze defiantly, Blair squared his shoulders. "Is it too much to ask for you to at least *pretend* you're having a good time? Surely
you can act that much."
"What the hell?" Jim visibly floundered for words as he released the other man. "I never implied that I wasn't having a good time, Chief." He
tapped Blair on the forehead. "What's going on in that head of yours?"
The younger man remained stubbornly silent, glaring as he listened to the water splash as it filled the tub.
"All this because I didn't let you jerk me off? You don't *owe* me anything, but if you wanted to, all you had to do was say so."
"Forget it." Blair dismissed the conversation as he climbed into the tub and flopped down into the soothingly warm water. His eyes
unconcernedly followed the liquid that sloshed over the tub onto Jim's shoes before he closed them and leaned his head back. He missed the
icy blue lasers firing chilled daggers at him as his guest cleaned up the floor and removed his shoes.
Silence reigned until Jim dipped a cup into the water, pouring it over Blair's chest. Shielded blue eyes opened and watched him as he dipped
the soap under the water and worked up a lather between his hands. Working it into the fuzzy chest, he sighed. "Look. I don't know what
you want from me here."
Closing his eyes again, Blair said, "It's not you. It's me. Forget it."
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"I'd like to, but I'd rather not deal with a bitchy brat all night."
"You know where the door is."
"Don't tempt me," he warned.
"You earned your $200. You're free to go."
"Do you want me to go?"
"Up to you." Blair avoided the admission that he didn't understand his actions, that he just wanted a chance to find out if this man could care
for him. Refusing to open his eyes, he lowered his chin to his chest and sighed after listening to Jim withdraw his hands, dry them, gather his
shoes, and leave the room.
~~~~~~
Sitting down on the couch, Jim pulled on wet socks and shoes, reminding himself that relationships with former clients never worked out.
They always remember where you came from, how many people you've had sex with. Shouldering his duffel bag and gathering up $200
from the table, he halted at the whispered words his sensitive ears picked up as if spoken directly into them.
"Good going, *Dr. Sandburg*. Fall for your escort and then piss him off enough to make him leave. Bra-fucking-vo."
Turning and staring at the bathroom doorway, dangerously close to losing himself in the light spilling onto the hardwood, Jim's mind warred
with his heart. Did he dare risk lowering the walls? He talked a good game about enjoying his work, but truth be told, his job did nothing to
banish the loneliness that made him ache soul deep. At least escorting, he could touch and be touched instead of going for his record-
breaking celibacy streaks. Deep inside, he knew living this way was wrong, but so was a life of solitude when he could give such pleasure.
From the moment he walked in that door, he sensed something different about Sandburg. He couldn't put his finger on it, but a certain
warmth and insecurity radiated from those beautiful blue eyes when he caught them between glancing nervously at everything except him.
And, oh, how the angry fire in them kindled a slow burn in his balls that still simmered even now.
The thing that struck him as remarkable was that Sandburg treated him as an equal, as someone to spend some time with, not someone to
look down at to make himself feel good. A cold shiver chilled his blood as he thought of how some of his clients really got off on belittling
him. And once he got in the door, he didn't think he could risk trying to retreat and then black out, leaving himself vulnerable to whatever
twisted fantasy they held dear.
Allowing his mind to wander, he looked up to the big bed hogging most of the loft, the evening moonlight spilling in through the skylight. He
contemplated making love in that bed on a lazy morning, breathing in the fresh scent of all those glorious curls as he came.
Thinking himself crazy, he dropped his bag by the couch before removing his socks and shoes once again. Gathering his courage, he started
off toward the light.
~~~~~~
Still berating himself for his easily won heart, Blair sank deeper into the steamy bathwater, the heat seeping in to chase away the ever
constant chill.
"All right, Sandburg," Jim tersely said from close by.
Jumping and hitting his head against the ceramic tile on the wall, Blair barked right back. "Damn it, Jim. I *hate* it when you do that."
"Do what?" The older man tilted his head slightly, keeping his feet firmly anchored and arms crossed tightly over his chest.
Rubbing his head, a deep frown creased Blair's normally pleasant brow. "Sneak up on me like that. You did it in the kitchen, too."
"Sorry. I was in the Rangers." A shrug of muscular shoulders complemented the words. "Second nature."
"You were in the Army? Well, *that* explains some things."
Shaking his head, Jim held up a hand, impatient to make his point. "If I'm going to stick around, we're going to lay down some ground rules."
Sitting up, his voice completely indignant, Blair asked, "*You're* giving *me* rules to obey?"
"You got a problem with that, Einstein?"
His cock rapidly filling at the confrontational tone, Blair shivered, hoping the soap suds still covered him enough to hide it. He glanced away
when Jim moved to the tub and turned on the warm water, an eyebrow inclining when he caught sight of the swollen flesh.
"No. No problem." He lightly banged his head against the wall, his gaze returning in surprise when a strong hand buffered him against the
hard surface.
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With his free hand, Jim pointed at Blair, making his determination clear. "Rule number one. If you want something, you say so. No more
snits. The night is getting away and I don't want you feeling like you wasted your money. Agreed?"
"Yes." He bit off the word 'sir' just barely as he watched the other man shut the water back off. "Rule number two?"
Finally relaxing, Jim teased, "See rule number one."
Blair's lips twisted into a grin. "I can do that."
"Good." Jim kneeled and reached for the washcloth draped over the side of the tub, only to find a strong hand on his.
"Wait." Blair looked into his eyes, looking away almost shyly.
"What?"
"Um, take your shirt off."
"Take my...?"
"You said if I wanted something to say so. I want you to take your shirt off while you give me a bath."
Standing, Jim pulled it off, folding it neatly and placing it on the counter by the sink. Looking in the mirror, he straightened his hair and
turned to face Blair. "Anything else?"
Licking his lips, mouth hanging open, Blair shook his head. "No. That's good for now."
"Very good." Jim kneeled back down, biting back a groan when wet, wrinkled fingers brushed over his left pectoral.
"Responsive, aren't you?" Blair's aroused eyes watched Jim's every movement, every ripple of muscle under his skin. "You're beautiful."
"Riiiiiiight." Jim maneuvered until he sat on his butt, facing Blair as he draped an arm over the side of the tub and grasped the rock hard
cock jutting from between his legs.
Sucking in a breath between closed teeth, Blair clenched his jaw, gripping a muscular arm. Jim's hand moved up and down, unerringly
searching out his most erogenous spots, hardening him impossibly further.
"How's that?"
"Oh, God, yeah," Blair gritted. "Just tease me. Don't make me come."
"You like to be teased, huh?" the honey overlapping evil voice purred.
"Oh, yeah. Nothing gets me hotter."
After listening to denim rustle a bit, Blair started when moist lips brushed his ear again, his cock twitching in Jim's hand.
"Lie back, scoot down a little further, and spread your legs for me."
He did his best to comply, experiencing the second of two of the best hand jobs he'd ever received, self-administered included.
"That's it."
Water sloshed and he opened heavy lidded eyes as Jim stepped into the tub and squatted, only soaking his feet and lower legs. Allowing his
eyes to drift shut again, he gave himself over to the other man, trusting him to take him to the edge and leave him hanging there in sweet
rapture. He gasped when the hand around his shaft stilled, holding firmly but not moving, and a finger pressed into his ass. His muscles
clenching around it, he groaned from deep within, a total and complete ass play whore.
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"How's that?" the sexy voice breathed into his ear as the finger thoroughly but ever so slowly fucked him until he began to push against it,
needing to find leverage somehow. Opening his eyes, he moaned and bit his lip, frantically looking around for anything to gain purchase on.
At last, he managed to grip the side of the tub and an exaggerated "Ahhh" escaped him as he thrust against the digit invading him.
"Oh, God, yeah," he whimpered. "I changed my mind. I wanna come."
"Uh-uh, Chief." Jim licked and nibbled on his earlobe, his voice a low rumble. "We don't change the mission plan in the middle of battle."
"Please, Jim," he wheedled, needing more than anything to find release.
"No."
The firm command almost made him lose it then and there, but the hand holding his cock refused to budge. Forced into acceptance, he lay
there helpless and trembling, a mantra playing over and over in his mind. *Need to come. Need to come.* The finger forged in deeper and
suddenly a starburst exploded in his ass. "OhmyGod."
Long minutes ticked by as every nerve ending in his body migrated to his ass. Jim stroked his prostate, wrenching inhuman sounds from his
throat, pushing him just to the edge without sending him over. Never over, damnit. Once he got himself back under control and could
breathe again, another stroke against the nub forced a sob through compressed lips. A prisoner to the pleasure, he loved and hated Jim at
that moment with every fiber of his being.
"Okay, Chief."
His eyes blinking open, he pathetically asked, "You're going to make me come?"
A firm headshake. "No."
Shoulders slumping, he flopped back against the end of the tub, sulking.
"I need you to promise me you'll be a good boy and keep those hands to yourself when I let go."
"Why should I?" he angrily spat, his body humming with the need to spill his seed.
"Because it's what you want."
Face heating at the totally right on assessment, he nodded without a word, remaining silent and pliant throughout the remainder of his bath.
Reveling in the heavy weight between his legs, he grabbed Jim's neck and pulled him forward, almost overbalancing him. Kissing him hard,
the weight grew even heavier and he groaned bitterly. "Thank you for staying." With that, he leaned back and dispassionately watched the
other man clean him.
Nostrils flaring, Jim wiped the excess wetness from below his lower lip. "You're welcome."
~~~~~~
Blair stood at the top of the stairs, a white towel lovingly hugging his waist, freshly blown dry curls glistening in the evening illumination
from the skylight. His hands trembled and fingers twitched as Jim smiled seductively and motioned to his own jeans.
"You wanna do the honors or should I?"
Taking a halting step forward, Blair reached out and then dropped the hand back down.
Jim moved toward him, resting sculpted arms to his sides as he presented himself. "You're trembling again."
Half-smiling, Blair nodded. "Can't help it. You're just..."
"Just what?"
Jim's voice caressed Blair's ear and he tucked his face down toward his chest to prevent the shudder from overtaking him. He rolled his eyes
at the hardness tenting his towel outward, his want for this man a living, breathing thing. The pad of a finger grazed his shoulder and he
flinched unexpectedly as it ran down the length of his arm.
Leaning forward, Jim gently kissed his earlobe, and nibbled briefly before releasing it. "Don't be nervous."
"I-I can't help it. I mean, you're fucking *gorgeous*, and you're being so nice to me."
Jim pulled back until he trapped Blair's eyes with his own. "It's not often in my line of work that I find myself in a situation that I really want
to be in. But I want to be here now with you."
Blair shook his head and looked away. "You probably say that to everybody."
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"Look at me." Blair refused and Jim gently guided his chin back up to face him. "I'm not in the habit of throwing around flattery. It's not who
I am. If I say something like that, I mean it. Are we clear?"
Blair nodded and leaned forward the infinitesimal distance between them. He busied his hands with unfastening and unzipping the tight blue
jeans while bathing the somewhat whiskered neck with his tongue. Finding a particularly sweet spot, he lapped at it, then sucked, pleased at
the wanton moan under his lips.
"Like that?"
"God." Jim cradled the back of the other man's neck, scooting their bodies closer together if that was, in fact, possible.
Blair smiled and placed one last kiss on the reddened flesh before pulling the jeans apart. Sliding his hands inside, he grinned evilly at his
guest. "You're commando."
Jim shrugged nonchalantly, but couldn't hide the pleased grin tugging at the corners of his mouth.
Moving his hands around to cup tight ass cheeks, Blair groaned, dropping to his knees as he battled the wet denim to the floor. After Jim
stepped out of the confining material, the younger man leaned forward and nuzzled the half-hard genitals. Something scraped his cheek and
he looked up to find Jim extending a wrapped condom toward him.
"Don't make me say it. It'd kill the moment."
Blair nodded and hastily tore the edge of the paper off. Reaching up with one hand, he pumped the semi-hard cock, watching it lengthen
into full readiness. Grinning at the low moan, he quickly rolled the condom on, circling the fingers of one hand around the base to hold it in
place. Bending forward, he slowly engulfed the length into his mouth, the expected repugnance of latex hidden by a mint flavor.
He sighed and focused his complete attention on blowing this Greek God, this man torn from his wettest dreams. Unable to say how much
time passed, he started as strong hands grabbed him under the arms and urged him upward. His eyes opened in confusion, glistening lips
hanging open.
A molten honeyed voice greeted him. "If you keep that up, this is going to be over before we get started."
Blair looked into what used to be ice blue eyes, and found only a thin rim of blue almost eclipsed by enlarged pupils.
"What do you want to do?"
He dropped his gaze, suddenly fidgety. "Um."
Jim titled Blair's head back with his thumbs and held it there. "We made a deal. You tell me what you want and I do it. Remember?"
Nodding, Blair stammered. "I-I... want you inside me." His face flushed and he squeezed his eyes closed.
"Love to."
Blair stood on his toes to follow when soft, warm lips brushed his and then retreated. He opened his eyes to find Jim digging in the pocket of
his jeans, triumphantly displaying a tube of lube.
The older man flopped down on the edge of the bed and patted his lap. "Why don't you lie across me so I can prepare you?"
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Tugging his towel free of his waist, Blair lay across Jim's lap, a little disappointed at how clinical that sounded. What he didn't expect was
how good the strong hands felt massaging the tension out of his shoulders, pads of fingers lightly grazing the skin of his back and inner thighs
until his leaking cock bobbed into a hard-muscled thigh.
He moaned as talented fingers circled his opening and pressed teasingly, only to dance away momentarily. For excruciating minutes the
torment continued until one sure finger breached him and he cried out, jerking his hips.
"Easy," Jim crooned, stroking Blair's back with his free hand. "You're tight."
"Yeah," Blair gasped. Jim leaned down and kissed his shoulder blade.
After a while, the lube appeared in front of Blair's face. "Your turn to prepare me."
Wincing at the squishy sensation as he sat up, Blair gestured toward the middle of the bed. "Sit on your knees."
"Okay." Jim maneuvered into position. His head dropped back, a strangled moan escaping, as Blair coated him with a generous layer of gel.
The younger man then turned and straddled his guest's lap, oh so slowly lowering himself onto the hard length.
"God, you feel so damn *good*," Jim uttered breathlessly, kissing the other man's neck and shoulder as he pushed upward with his hips to
seal them even more tightly together.
"Ah!"
"Hard and fast? Slow and sweet? Somewhere in between?"
"B-between." Blair clasped Jim's hands within his own and wrapped the strong arms around him as their bodies found an erotic rhythm that
had him panting and reaching for orgasm in no time. Even after coming earlier, he couldn't hold on very long, the cock pistoning in and out
of him pushing him closer with every stroke.
"Oh, God!" His body seized in sweet release, white milky spurts landing on the dark bedspread. He came back to himself after a few
moments, slumped against the strong body pumping into him, hands holding onto his hips for dear life. Two or three erratic thrusts later, Jim
tensed and almost growled as he filled the condom.
~~~~~~
The following morning, Blair cooked breakfast for his guest. They ate amiably together, a comfortable silence between them as their feet
playfully romped under the table. Just like the night before, it was over way too soon and Blair walked Jim to the door.
"Good-bye, Chief." The older man leaned down and kissed him tenderly as if he truly regretted having to leave.
"Good-bye." When his guest was almost out the door, Blair called his name. He turned back and Blair held out one of his Rainier business
cards. "If you really meant what you said about maybe coming around if I'm not paying you, give me a call."
Jim looked down at the card and nodded, tucking it into his pocket before closing the door behind him. As footsteps retreated down the hall,
Blair leaned his forehead against the cool surface of the door, suddenly understanding addiction after just one hit.
END
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 In This Life
In This Life
For all I’ve been blessed with in my life,
There was an emptiness in me
Week #1-Monday
It was another late night for Professor Blair Sandburg. He was the youngest professor at Rainier and, therefore, tended to have more than his
share of classes, papers and meetings thrust upon him. It seemed that every minute of his day was taken, and it was only after dark, when
everyone else had gone home, that Blair could actually get some work done.
Flipping open another test booklet, Blair was startled by a light tap on his door.
“Yes?”
An unfamiliar man stepped into his office. He was tall and built, with a moustache and a small spurt of hair under his lower lip.   A flavor
saver, Blair recalled hearing it referred to.
“Sorry to bother you, professor, but I,” the man stopped then continued, “Got any trash?”
Finally noticing the janitorial uniform, Blair smiled, “You must be new here. I’m Blair Sandburg.”
Standing and holding out his hand, Blair watched as the janitor carefully wiped his own hand on a rag, then stepped forward to grasp Blair’s
outstretched one.
“Jim. Jim Ellison,” he said, smiling. “Yeah, first night on the job.”
Nodding, Blair bent and grabbed the trash can. “Here you go.”
“Thanks,” Jim said, taking the can and emptying it into a larger bin. Handing it back to Blair, he said, “Sorry to have bothered you.”
“No problem. I needed to take a break anyway,” Blair said, trying to put the janitor at ease. “So, how’re you doing tonight, Jim?”
“Fine, thanks,” Jim answered, pushing his cart down the hall, Blair following. “You’re sure working late tonight.”
“Always, man, always.”
Jim just nodded in response. At the next office, Jim pulled out his keys to open the locked office.
“See ya later,” Blair said, as he continued down the hall. “It was nice to meet you.”
“You, too,” Jim said automatically.
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“Don’t work too hard, Jim.”
“Thanks, I’ll try not to,” Jim said, stepping into the dark office, glad that he’d met at least one nice person the first day on the job.
***
Dropping his coins in the vending machine, Blair deliberated between the pretzels and the granola bar.   ‘Eeny meeny miney mo.’ Finally, he
just closed his eyes and punched in a number. Retrieving a chocolate bar, he wandered back towards his office, mentally cataloging Jim’s
path down the hall of faculty offices. ‘Wow, he works fast.’
Flipping on some soft music, Blair sat back down at his desk and got back to work. He had mountains of piles of work to complete and not
nearly enough hours in the day to do so. Unlike most of his colleagues, Blair wasn’t married, so there was no one waiting with dinner for
him. There also wasn’t anyone waiting to hug him or comfort him when he felt lonely.   Blair wasn’t lonely often; he had a whole address
book full of men and women whom he dated with some regularity, but he’d never found anyone he couldn’t live without. He even managed
to live without his mother, who only traipsed through Cascade once a year, and even then seemed to miss all major holidays and his
birthday. He’d gotten used to it. It was amazing what people could get used to.
Looking around his cluttered desktop, Blair sighed heavily. ‘Yeah, it’s amazing what someone can get used to.’
His desk light burned brightly into the night, the radio his only company as one late day at the office blurred into the early morning of the
next.
***
The hour long drive from Cascade to Seattle gave Jim Ellison plenty of time to think, about his life, his friends, his family. He laughed to
himself as he thought about how different his current lifestyle was when compared to his childhood. Little Jimmy Ellison hadn’t grown up to
follow in his father’s footsteps as had been planned. No, sir. Little Jimmy Ellison had transformed into Slick, sergeant-at-arms of the
Panteras Del Diablo biker gang.
It’s not every little boy’s dream growing up to be in a biker gang, but sometimes fate uses her strong arms and pushes. And sometimes it’s all
a matter of being in the wrong place at the wrong time. Or is it the right place at the right time?
*Flashback, 1979-1980*
Jim Ellison graduated salutatorian from Cascade Heights High School in May of 1979. Second best. His father never let him forget that fact,
nor the fact that Jim had lost his full scholarship to Yale to a girl, the valedictorian. As a form of punishment, William Ellison made his son
get a job to support himself. In defiance, Jim got a job as a mechanic in a bike shop. It seemed that the battle of wills between father and son
was only escalating as they both aged.
Jim started college in the fall, three months after graduating, but again in defiance of his old man, Jim enrolled at a community college.
Further irritating his father, Jim refused to participate in any of the sports the college boasted, instead he took an active interest in drama and
arts classes. If truth be told, Jim’s main reason for taking these classes had nothing to do with his father, but with the large number of women
he saw registering for them. He was nothing if not an active lover of women. All women.
Also to spite his father, Jim became friends with unusual and unique people, and then invited them home to be paraded in front of his only
parent, who was too well bred to say anything to them. Afterwards, Jim would get an earful about the quality of his friends, and how Jim
was just wasting his time at the community college, and Jim would just nod in agreement, but then proceed to bring home even more
outrageous people the next time. One of the most unusual people Jim brought home was Paul Sarris.
Sarris was a lot like Jim; he came from a wealthy family and was bucking his father’s authority at every turn. He enrolled in the maximum
number of classes and then dropped them, pocketing the tuition refund for drugs and alcohol. His father bought him a new Camero Z28 as a
bribe to finish college, but Sarris merely saw it as another way for his father to control him. So, he came to the shop where Jim worked and
made a deal with the owner. In the end, Sarris traded in his new car for a used Harley, and his father kicked him out of the house.   He
landed on his feet, moving in with a girlfriend and selling drugs to support himself.
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One of the few ‘normal’ people Jim made friends with was Simon Banks. Unlike Jim, Simon had grown up in a poor neighborhood and was
working to support himself as a security guard at the college in exchange for reduced tuition. They became fast friends, quickly learning that
they shared many of the same interests, including motorcycles. Simon often spent time with Jim at the bike shop, helping to work on the
bikes that came in, and helping Jim put together his own hog in off hours. Sarris often joined them, and the three men would smoke a little
pot and drink a few beers.
One late afternoon, Sarris drove into Seattle to buy more pot. Time got away from him, and it was dark when he started home. Unfamiliar
with the streets of Seattle, Sarris took a wrong turn and got lost. He stopped in a small convenience store to ask for directions, but the
woman behind the counter hardly spoke any English, and Sarris’ knowledge of Spanish was nonexistent, so he returned to his bike in hopes
that he could find someone else to ask.   Unfortunately, he found trouble instead.
A white man in a predominately Hispanic neighborhood spelled trouble, and when Sarris stopped at a red light, a group of Hispanic youths
jumped him. They knocked him off his bike, kicking at his head, stomping on his chest. It looked like the end had come in Sarris’ short life,
but fate stepped in.  
In the midst of the beating, Sarris heard the approach of at least two other hogs. As he waited for the beating to come to a bitter end, he
looked up into the eyes of his saviors, and promptly passed out. It was pure luck that two members of the Panteras Del Diablo had been on a
cross street, seen Sarris getting beaten up, and stopped to investigate. They had saved Sarris’ life by chasing off the youths and then called
an ambulance.   After the ambulance sped off, they had the damaged hog loaded into a friend’s pickup truck, and it was taken back to their
hangout.
Upon waking at the hospital, Sarris called Jim to come pick him up. Except for his loss of consciousness at the scene, Sarris’ injuries weren’t
life threatening, and after several x-rays and 15 stitches, he was released. In the waiting room, he again came face to face with his saviors.
They didn’t say much, just introduced themselves to Jim and Sarris, and then wrote the address where the hog could be picked up. With a
quick nod, Shooter and Smokey walked out of the ER.
Sarris was shaken by the experience, but after two days of resting he was eager to get his hog back, so he and Jim borrowed Simon’s old
truck and headed to Seattle to see how much of the bike could be salvaged, not knowing the extent of the damage.
After a few wrong turns, they finally found the hangout of the Panteras—not difficult given the fifteen hogs lined up in the street. Barely out
of the truck, they were aware of several sets of eyes on them, brimming with everything from barely contained curiosity to open hostility. It
wasn’t until they saw two familiar faces that they relaxed. Smokey and Shooter shook their hands like old friends, immediately showing the
other gang members that Jim and Sarris had their protection for the duration of their visit. They led the two younger men back towards a
garage, and once inside, they saw Sarris’ hog. It didn’t have a scratch on it.
Shooter joked with Sarris, calling him ‘Lucky’ and telling him that they’d had some time on their hands and had fixed it up for him. Both Jim
and Sarris were at a loss for words. They hadn’t expected this kind of kindness. Jim offered to buy them a drink in thanks, but they declined
and instead invited Jim and ‘Lucky’ into the hangout. Not able to refuse, the two younger men could only follow.
Several hours and numerous beers later, Jim, who had earned the nickname ‘Slick’ because of the smooth way he’d smiled and flirted with
the ladies, and Lucky walked out into the cool February air. They’d made plans to return the next day for a party, and neither Slick nor
Lucky could wait.
*End Flashback*
Steering into his permanent parking spot sixteen years after that day, Slick smiled to himself about his life. ‘It might not be every little boy’s
dream, but it’s my life.’
“Slick!” The call went up once he’d opened the hangout’s door.
“Hey,” Slick said to the group at large.
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Helping himself to a beer from the fridge, he settled on one of the many couches, eyes taking in all the other bikers around him.
There was the group leader, talking to his old lady. Preacher had been leader when Jim first joined and would probably continue to run it
after he died. Over the course of the years Slick had learned a lot about the members, some good and some bad, but he’d learned early that
it didn’t matter what anyone had done before they joined the gang, it was only what you did while you were a member that counted.
Preacher, whose real name was Warren Chapel, had once been known as the ‘Avenging Angel’, a killer in San Francisco who’d gotten off
on a technicality. Slick had seen Preacher kill in his years as a Pantera, and it chilled him to the bone because the man’s face never changed
expression. It was hard and cold.   Stony. Preacher was one man Slick never wanted to wrong.
There were a couple of initiates sitting around Coyote, listening to him tell his tales while Pepper egged him on. Seven years ago, Coyote had
sponsored a young, eager kid, Pepper, teaching him the biker ways and Coyote’s own personal code. Coyote, also known as Garret Kincaid,
was a radical thinker, bigoted to the extreme and very nearly insane. He taught Lee Bracket, Pepper, everything he knew. They were well
suited, but even in their madness, Preacher kept a firm hand over their activities. Slick knew that Coyote harbored secret fantasies of taking
control away from Preacher, but he’d never said anything out loud. Talk like that could get a man gutted.
Glancing around, Slick wondered where Shooter and Smokey were. It seemed that where one led, the other followed, much like he and
Lucky had years ago. Thinking about Lucky, Slick stood up and walked over to the memorial wall. Five years ago, Lucky had an argument
with a bus and lost in a big way. Every July, Slick and the rest of the Panteras paid homage to their fallen comrade by celebrating all day.   It
was a tribute of the highest honor.   Spitting a mouthful of beer over Lucky’s picture, Slick noticed Preacher nod his head. What might have
been an insult on the outside, was considered paying tribute on the inside. Biker rules were for bikers to understand.
Slipping out the back door, Slick could hear Smokey’s distinctive laugh, and he followed it to the garage that had been set up for working on
the hogs. Sure enough, there was Shooter sitting across from Smokey while they watched the newest Pantera, Brando, work on his hog.
Brando was a kid from the neighborhood who’d always watched in fascination every time the Panteras had driven by his house. Slick had
watched the star-eyed kid watch him, and he’d felt a kinship to the child.   Brian Rafe’s mom had died at an early age, and he was left to
struggle to survive with a father who had more important things on his mind than his young son. Slick had seen the need in the young boy’s
eyes, recognized it in himself still, and had been a friend to the boy. The young boy’s looks were immediately apparent, and with each
passing year, he grew more good looking, and quickly earned the ‘Brando’ nickname.   It was the first step in being accepted into the
Panteras. By the time he was eighteen, sponsored by Slick, Brando earned his patch.
“Slick!” Smokey called, catching him lurking in the shadows.
“Hey guys. How goes it?”
Standing, Brando gestured to his hog, “Just changing the fuel filter.”
“Have a seat man,” Shooter said, moving to sit beside Smokey.
Smokey and Shooter.   Where you found one, you were sure to find the other. They’d become Panteras around the same time and quickly
became fast friends. Being a Pantera meant you always had someone to back you up in a fight or if you were in trouble, but there were
certain members who were closer, people who you would give your life for. That’s how it was with Smokey and Shooter.
Shooter was pretty quiet about his past, but Slick had learned that he’d been in the army for a short time and had been summarily discharged
after an incident with a commander’s daughter. Alan Archer had taken his discharge papers, his hog and the commander’s daughter,
Veronica, on a road trip to Vegas for a quickie marriage, and they’d continued west until they hit Seattle. It was there that he’d linked up
with the Panteras sixteen years ago.
If Shooter was quiet about his past, Smokey was downright secretive. There was gossip that Smokey had kidnapped a man and then killed
him after receiving the ransom money, but no one had any names or any proof. The allure of the secrecy was always a topic of speculation
among younger members of the club, but no one had ever come right out and asked him. The most Slick had learned was that Jack
Pendergrast was slow to anger, quick to defend, and valued honesty above all else. It wasn’t a lot, but it was enough.
Looking around at his friends, Slick sipped his beer and relaxed in the easy friendships he had with these men. It was everything.
***
Week #2-Tuesday
It was another late night.   He had a grant proposal to finish, and a book to read so he could bluff his way though a meeting he’d only been
informed of late that evening. And then there was the article he was trying to write for a psychology journal. He’d be lucky to get any sleep
this month.
Sighing, Blair reached for his coffee cup only to find it empty; the pot was in a similar condition.   He grabbed the glass pot and headed
down the hall for the nearest water fountain. Standing at the fountain, finger firmly pressing the button, water slowly trickling into the pot,
Blair looked around. The bulletin board above the fountain provided little interest, except for an advertisement about a new club opening the
following weekend.
Hearing a familiar whistle, Blair smiled. In the week Jim had been there, they had crossed paths a number of times, often passing each other
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in the hallways and working the same late hours. Without looking at his watch, Blair knew it must be close to nine o’clock. ‘That man gives
punctual a whole new meaning.’ Blair thought. ‘He also gives new meaning to the word gorg-’
“Shit!” Blair said, jumping back from where the water was overflowing from the pot down the front of his pants. “Damn it!”
“Doc, you okay?” Jim called from down the hallway, peering out of an open office door.
“Yeah, just being stupid.”
Stepping out of the office, Jim saw Blair’s standing in front of the water fountain shaking off the excess water from his hands. Grabbing a
couple of paper towels, Jim took them to Blair.
“Thanks,” Blair said, taking the paper towels, missing Jim’s grin.
***
The ringing of the phone jerked Blair out of sleep.
“‘lo?”
Squinting at the clock, he sighed heavily. It was his first night in a week getting to bed before midnight, and here he was getting a phone call
at three. He’d be lucky if he got back to sleep.
“Blair boy, you there?”
“Yes, Chad. I’m here,” Blair sighed. “Do you know what time it is?”
“It’s party time, don’t ya know, Blair baby.”
“Chad-”
“Baby, come get me.”
“Chad-”
“Come on, I’m at Pete’s.”
“Chad-”
“I’ll let you fuck me good and hard, baby, just how you like it.”
Blair paused. “I’ll be there in twenty.”
***
The hangout was rocking by the time Slick got there after work. The music was blasting, but the laughter of his buddies could still be heard.  
The beer was free flowing, drugs of all kind were available, and the prostitutes were doing whatever was asked of them. It was patch holder
night for the Panteras, which meant that only patch holders could attend. It happened once a month, with members contributing either
money or supplies, and it usually lasted several days and nights until they either ran out of beer, drugs or women.
After taking the offered beer from Brando, Slick worked his way around the room. Occasionally, he’d take an offered snort of coke or a hit
off a joint from his buddies. On patch holder’s night, everything in the hangout was shared. Everything included women, which was why
most of the Panteras with old ladies left them at home on this night.
“Slick!” Smokey called, gesturing to him.
Tossing his empty beer bottle towards the nearest trash can, Slick headed towards his old friend.
“Just in time, man, just in time,” Smokey said, gripping Slick’s hand. “Hey, you need a beer.”
“No, I-”
Grabbing one of the broads by the upper arm, Smokey ordered, “Bring us three more beers.”
Turning to the couch, Slick smiled at Shooter and sat down.
“Good evening,” Shooter said, sliding over to make room for Smokey to sit between them.    
The broad returned with their beers, and then Smokey suggested she start blowing if she wanted to earn her money.
Slick laughed to himself, ‘Yes, it was definitely gonna be a good evening.’




“Celtic? No. Queen?   No,” Blair said out loud, trying to decide which music would keep him awake tonight. “Ah, here we go.”
The CD player whirred to life, and tribal music filled his office. Checking his watch, Blair shrugged and then turned the volume up a little
more.
Returning to his book, Blair was quickly absorbed, nodding his head along with the pounding beat of the tribal drums.
Down the hall, unbeknownst to Blair, Jim fell to his knees, clutching his throbbing head. ‘No! Not again!   Not here!’ Struggling to stand, he
forced himself closer to the source of his pain. It took every ounce of his power to throw open Blair’s office door.
The slam of Blair’s door against the wall made him jump out of his chair, eyes riveted on the man standing there. Jim looked like a man in
serious pain, hands clutched at his ears, eyes tearing. Immediately Blair hit the power button on the CD player.   The silence was almost as
deafening as the sound had been.
“Jim?” Blair said, stepping closer, seeing Jim sag against the door jam. “You okay, man?”
Ears still ringing, Jim didn’t answer. He used the back of his hand to wipe away the tears that had escaped. Blair pulled a hankie from his
front pocket, but Jim waved it away, trying to regain his composure.
“What the hell was that?” Jim finally asked.
“Tribal Incantations,” Blair said, showing Jim the jewel case. “You okay now?”
“Yeah,” Jim said, shaking his head once again. “Tribal Incantations, huh? Sounded more like a war, Chief.”
“I’m sorry, Jim,” Blair said, pushing his hair back from his face. “I guess I just didn’t realize how loud it was.”
“It’s okay. Just took me by surprise when it started,” Jim started, needing to explain. “I was next door.”
“Oh, yeah. I understand. I’ll be more careful. I just thought with it this late there wouldn’t be that many people around.”   Blair was
rambling now. “So, I guess you don’t like tribal music.”
“Just don’t play it so loud anymore, Chief.”
Hanging his head, Blair nodded in agreement. “Deal.”
Straightening, Jim started to head back to his work, but then turned. “But if you’re taking requests, you can’t go wrong with Santana.”
“I’ll remember that,” Blair said, laughing.
***
Flipping off the eleven o’clock news, Blair tossed the remote control onto the coffee table and flopped back onto the couch. No date, no
paperwork, nothing to do. Blair thought about calling his mom, but he wasn’t sure where she was, which was par for the course.
Naomi Sandburg was a gypsy at heart, and she had shared that love of travel with Blair at a young age, carting him across six continents by
the time he was fifteen. While he appreciated the education his world travels had imprinted upon him, sometimes he wished that he’d had a
more normal upbringing. Naomi was his only family.   She’d left home as soon as the high school diploma was firmly in her hand and had
never looked back.   Accepting his teaching position at Rainier after finishing his dissertation had been a major step in his life, his first
chance for a real home.
He’d been twelve the first time he’d seen the Rainier campus. Naomi had been dating a psychology professor who had written a popular
self-help book that she’d sworn had changed her life. That change, as well as the professor had only lasted three months, but it was enough
time for Blair to fall in love with Rainier. He made up his mind that he was going to go to school there, and four years later he was back
again, enrolling in his freshman courses. Naomi had been unable to stick around for the semester, so he’d had to live in the dorms, and then
in later semesters, with friends, never having a place and space of his own.
Naomi came back in time for graduation three years later, full of stories and advice. They spent the summer traveling together, working their
way down the coast, stopping whenever the mood struck or she ran into old friends. Eventually they ended up in Austin at the University of
Texas where Blair was going to start work on his Master’s degree. She rented a sunny little house for them to share and life seemed to settle
into a normal routine. It lasted for about four months, and then she started getting itchy feet. She was gone right after the new year started,
leaving Blair enough money for the next month’s rent and not much else. But Blair was self-sufficient, he got a job and stretched each
penny and kept the house until he graduated. This time Naomi didn’t show up. They had talked on the phone, but she just hadn’t been able
to tear herself away from her pursuits long enough to celebrate with him.   He understood. It was just her way.
Blair returned to Rainier seeking his doctorate in Anthropology, and many of the professors remembered him fondly, encouraging him at
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every turn. Blair was enthusiastic and motivated and brought those qualities out in people around him, so getting a fellowship to teach while
earning his degree wasn’t too hard. He’d always imagined that his life’s work would be out in the field, traveling the world in search of
undiscovered wonders, but it was inside the classroom where he found his true calling. His natural abilities made him an exceptional teacher.
There was always a waiting list for his class, and once in, students rarely missed his lectures.
After he received his doctorate, Blair was immediately offered a full time teaching position, which just meant that he’d get paid for teaching
the same number of classes as he had been. He accepted, and started looking for a more permanent place to live than the warehouse he had
been renting.   Several weeks later he found the perfect spot in the old business district.
It had been part of a warehouse, but when it was sold, it had been zoned for private residences.   Inside the third floor residence, there was a
large open area, a small spare room, a bathroom, small bathroom and a wonderful loft. Blair knew immediately that this was the place he
would call home. He signed a mortgage and finally knew the meaning of the word home. Home was where all the money went. It felt good.
Looking around, Blair smiled at his home. He’d been here for three years and had loved every minute. From his herb garden on the balcony
to his newest purchase, stackable washer and dryer in the bathroom, Blair loved every aspect of owning his own home. Now if only he could
find someone to share it with.
Sighing, he picked up his empty tea cup and took it to the sink. Taking a moment to make sure the front door was locked, he then made a
final stop in the bathroom before heading up to bed. ‘Someday’ he promised himself, ‘I’ll find someone to share this with.’
***
After the usual rounds downstairs, Slick headed up to the rooms he called home. Most of the other Panteras had homes nearby, but he had
always considered the hangout home since leaving his father’s house.
Slipping off his leather jacket, Slick hung it on the back of a chair before sitting down at the table.   He struggled with removing his
steel-toed boots and then flexed his tired feet. His encounter with the loud tribal music had completely worn him out.   Usually he had pretty
good control over his senses, but sometimes something unexpected popped up and knocked him on his ass.
Sighing, Slick reached for a small metal tin box sitting on the table. Popping the lid open he pulled out a small packet of weed, cigarette
papers and a match. He pushed the tin box aside and reached for a discarded fast food bag. Ripping the bag apart, Slick flattening it as much
as possible. Opening the nickel bag, he put a couple of pinches of the weed on the flattened bag, and then sorted through it to remove all the
seeds and stems. When that was done, he folded the paper in half, like a funnel.   Taking out a piece of the cigarette paper, Slick folded it
lengthwise about a third of the way from the bottom, with the glue side up. Holding it in his left hand, the glue side between his index and
middle fingers and the other end between his thumb and ring finger, Slick picked up the paper and sprinkled the weed on the cigarette paper
and then crumpled the take out bag, tossing it away. He spread the weed out in a semi-straight line, almost to the edges of the rolling paper.
Holding it with both hands now, Slick used his thumbs to gently roll the joint, finally licking the glue edge to seal it. Then he licked it again to
make sure it was sealed.
Standing, he set the joint beside the match and stripped off his clothes. Taking the joint and the match, Slick sat down on this bed, striking
the match against the rough wood table and lighting up his joint. He inhaled deeply, filling his lungs. ‘Oh yeah, nothing like that first hit.’
Lying back on the pillows, he continued to enjoy his smoke until it burned low against his fingers. Blindly, he grabbed a roach clip from the
ashtray on the bedside table and clipped it on the end of the joint, intent on enjoying every drag.
Drifting in his stoned haze, Slick seemed content, but under the temporary fix, there was something tickling the edges of his conscious. For
the moment, he let it go. This high was too good, too necessary. And a voice inside him called out, but he just wasn’t listening.  
***
Week #3-Wednesday
Blair had waited all afternoon for this moment. The moment he was the last faculty member on his floor. Carefully withdrawing the latest
gift from his mom, he eased the edge of the tin can up, inhaling deeply. ‘Oh, jeezus, that’s good.’
Naomi’s gift had arrived with the morning mail and Blair had eagerly torn it open. She was always sending him something unusual, but this
had been a surprise. He wasn’t much of a coffee drinker, using it mostly to keep himself awake during his late nights at school, so he’d just
tossed it inside his backpack. It was hours later when he’d yawned for the thirtieth time that he’d remembered the gift. Fishing out the tin, he
pried the lid off and near orgasmed as the smell filled his nose. It was the finest Italian coffee, a specialty with a hint of added spices.   He’d
quickly closed the container, afraid that the aroma would escape down the hallway and attract unwanted company.   This was special
coffee, not to be shared with just anybody. He had slipped the tin inside his desk and gone for a coke instead, counting the hours until he
was alone and could enjoy the coffee by himself. And now that moment was here. He’d already filled the water reservoir, using bottled
water, and now he scooped the coffee into the filter.
Pushing the button, Blair sat back and waited.
He tried to distract himself with work, but it did no good, the smell and the sound drew his eyes back to the slowly filling pot. Using all his
willpower, he forced himself not to pull the pot off as soon as the dark liquid covered the bottom even though his tongue quivered in
anticipation.
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A sound at his door drew his attention away from the coffee pot.
“Yes?”
“Just me, Chief,” Jim answered from behind the closed door.
Looking back at the filling pot, Blair smiled.
“Come on in, Jim,” Blair called out.
Slowly the door opened and Jim stepped in. Blair could see the cart Jim normally pushed when he was cleaning the offices, but a look at his
watch told a different tale. Jim kept a strict schedule, preferring to leave cleaning the offices for last, so showing up early meant something,
and Blair suspected he knew what it was.
“Got trash, Chief?”
“Not much,” Blair said, shaking his head. “You’re early tonight.”
“Well, I...” Jim searched for a plausible answer. “I was trying to finish up early tonight.”
“Oh? Special plans?”
“No, just tired, you know,” Jim said vaguely.
“Yeah, I know,” Blair answered, a smile threatening to explode across his face.
“Well,” Jim started, “guess I’ll see ya later.”
Jim turned away, heading back to his job. Blair hesitated for a moment, but then did what he knew he’d do as soon as he’d heard Jim in the
hallway.
“How ‘bout a cup of coffee?”
Turning, Jim smiled broadly. “Thought you’d never ask.”
***
Dumping his backpack on the kitchen table, Blair sighed. It seemed like the days were getting longer. Either that or he was getting older.
Shrugging off his jacket, he hung it on the back of the chair, and then checked the time. Scratching his stomach, Blair decided he needed
something to eat.
Toasting a bagel, Blair put the kettle on, and leaned back against the counter, thinking back to the coffee he’d shared with Jim. He had to
admit to himself that he’d hoped Jim would smell the coffee and come in search.   For reasons Blair didn’t understand, he felt a kinship with
Jim, something which touched on attraction, yet it was different from how he’d felt about men in the past.
Accepting his bisexuality at an early age, Blair had dated numerous men and women, and had drawn his conclusions about himself and his
partners. He preferred tall women who were self-confident, women who didn’t need or depend on him, which he also admitted was because
of his mother’s influences. In men, his preferences were similar. He liked men who were muscular, tall, very masculine.
Men like Jim. The only problem was that he was pretty sure Jim was straight. Being friendly and enjoying good coffee didn’t make anyone
gay. His curiosity would have to be filed away. From all their interactions, Jim seemed very quiet and private, which was too bad, because
Blair also sensed a deep loneliness from him. They weren’t good enough friends for him to mention it; he didn’t want to do anything to scare
Jim away from their burgeoning friendship.
***
Pinching off the burning end of the joint between his fingers, Slick leaned back against his headboard. He was restless. Lately, there was
nothing that could take away that feeling, nothing that could make it go away. What made it even worse what that he didn’t know the cause.
That wasn’t completely true. His thirty-sixth birthday was just around the corner, making him feel older than he was, making him consider
his life.
Where was his life going?   He couldn’t be a Pantera for the rest of his life. At one time, he thought he’d die riding his bike, like Lucky, but
as each birthday passed, he realized that wasn’t going to happen. Some people stayed bikers for their whole lives, while others left, staying a
friend of the club and coming back for the major events. But what would life outside the Panteras be like?   After a decade and a half, what
was a normal life, and could he have one if he left?
***
Week #3-Friday
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Whistling softly, Blair gathered up his books and papers. He had a big date tonight, and was leaving early to run some errands and make sure
the loft was in order.
‘Condoms, wine, flowers’ thought Blair, ‘in that order.’
The door to Hargrove Hall slammed shut behind him, caught by the wind, but Blair hardly noticed. He was halfway to his car when the loud
rumbling of a motorcycle caught his attention. Stopping, he watched the slow, evocative approach, as if the Harley was stalking him, or
maybe it was just the expression on the rider’s face.   On Jim’s face. A fire started in the pit of his belly, low and hard.   There was
something about a man on a Harley, especially when that man was wearing leather and looked like Jim.
Jim nudged the kickstand down and turned off the motor. Swinging his right leg over the bike, Jim turned to where Blair still stood. He
looked all of sixteen years old standing there, hair blowing wildly in the wind, mouth agape, eyes wide. Jim couldn’t help but smile.
Transfixed, Blair hadn’t moved, eyes taking in every inch of Jim, the biker. Now he noticed the jacket, biker gang name emblazoned on the
back. ‘Panteras del Diablo.   Devil’s Panthers.’ Blair mentally translated, calling upon his working knowledge of Spanish. He’d had no idea
Jim was a biker.
Seeing Jim’s smile, Blair walked over, trying to act casual.
“Nice bike.”
“Thanks,” Jim answered, tilting his head as if scrutinizing Blair.
“It’s an Electraglide, right?” Blair asked, a bit unnerved under Jim’s gaze.
Nodding, Jim answered, “Yeah, how’d—”
“A ’79?” Blair asked, leaning in for a closer look.
“How do you know so much about bikes?” Jim asked, curious now.
Shrugging, Blair smiled enigmatically. “What, a science nerd can’t possibly know anything about Harley’s?”
“Chief, I didn’t mean—”
“Nah, it’s okay,” Blair said, laughing. “My mom dated this guy who loved Harley’s. Bought ‘em old and fixed ‘em up. I paid attention.”
“Sounds like.” Jim then asked, “So, where’s your ride?”
“Ah, my baby. Right over here,” Blair said, gesturing to his car with a flourish.
Walking the length of the car, Jim nodded in appreciation.
“It’s a—”
“Corvair,” Jim interrupted.   “A ‘66, right?”
“Yeah, how’d you know?”
“What, a biker can’t know anything about cars?” Jim said teasingly, tossing Blair’s earlier comment back at him.
Blair grinned and said, “Okay, okay. Point made.”
“Good,” Jim said.   “This guy I used to work for loved ‘Vairs. He drove one, a ’62. He’d fixed it up real nice, did all the work on it himself
cause he didn’t trust anybody else with it.”
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“He’s a mechanic?” Blair asked, always curious about competent mechanics to work on his precious car.
“Not really, just a ‘Vair lover.”
“Oh.”
Jim heard the disappointed tone.
“What’s wrong, Chief?   Car problems?”
“Always,” Blair said, pushing a strand of hair behind his ear. “She’s a good car, but she’s temperamental, you know. She could probably do
with a major tune up by a mechanic who knows her style, and I just don’t have the experience.”
Caressing the roof top, Jim considered. “I could give my friend a call,” he offered, “but I can’t make any promises.”
“You mean it,” Blair said, eyes wide in surprise.
“Sure. I’ll call him on my break.”
“God, Jim, that’d be great!   How can I thank you for this?”
“He hasn’t said yes, Chief.   Let’s just wait and see,” Jim said, smiling at Blair’s enthusiasm.
“Right. Okay,” Blair said. “So, guess I should let you get to work.”
“Yeah,” Jim said, looking over his shoulder at the waiting building. “You’re outta here early.”
“Date,” Blair said, grinning.
“Ah. Well, I’ll catch ya later.”
Nodding, Blair pulled his keys out of his pocket. “Thanks again, Jim.”
“Sure thing.”
Jim watched as Blair started the classic, waved and then drove away. Whistling, he started into the building.
***
Dinner with Marissa had gone surprisingly well. She was a graduate student in Psychology, and they found they had a number of other
things in common, including a love of rich desserts. Blair didn’t realize how well the date had been going until Marissa ordered a second
dessert, to take home.
She was asleep now, worn out by his enthusiastic loving. There were chocolate cake remnants strewn across the bed and on the floor. The
sheets were stained from where they must have rolled in the cake. And Blair was pretty sure he could feel sticky patches on his body where
icing had dried and was now flaking off. Deciding he couldn’t stand it any longer, Blair eased out from under Marissa’s arm, grabbed his
robe and headed downstairs to take a shower.
The hot water flowed over his shoulders, soaking his hair, easing his muscles. Squeezing out a generous portion of soap, he slowly lathered
up, replaying bits and pieces of the evening.
He had pursued Marissa from the very first moment he’d seen her sparkling green eyes and long legs, and had been very happy when she’d
accepted his dinner invitation. Their dinner had been filled with lots of laughter and plenty of flirting on both their parts, but Blair had been
surprised, pleasantly so, when she’d agreed to come back to his loft. And the sex...the sex had been exciting and hot, but now, head clear,
Blair found himself wondering if there was something more, something he was missing.
He had no illusions about a future relationship with Marissa. She was going back to Arizona in two weeks, and had told him up front that she
wasn’t looking for a long term relationship. He wondered if there was some kind of sign above his head that read ‘quick fuck here’.
A blast of cold air shook him from his musings. The curtain slid back and Marissa stuck her head in.
“Can I join you?”
“Sure.”
Blair moved to the back of the shower, offering her the direct spray. He offered to soap her back, but she just shrugged and did it herself. It
soon became apparent that she didn’t intend to share the shower, so Blair stepped out and dried off quickly.
While Blair waited for her to finish, he changed the sheets on his bed, thinking that maybe they could return to it once again, but when
Marissa came back upstairs, she reached for her clothes, and Blair knew their evening was over. He put the kettle on for a cup of tea and
Many Faces of Jim - Intro
91
waited for her to come downstairs.
Smiling when she appeared, he asked, “Tea?”
“No,” she said, slipping her shoes on. “I never really liked it much.”
“Oh.”
She seemed eager to leave, so Blair grabbed her coat off the hook and held it open for her.
“Thanks, Blair,” she said.   Turning to him, she continued, “Tonight was a lot of fun. You were really great.”
“Yeah, it was fun. I thought maybe—”
“I’m so glad you’re not one of those people who thinks sex means anything,” she laughed, but it sounded so hollow in his ears. “Neither of
us are the type of person who wants a permanent relationship.”
Blair didn’t say anything, couldn’t, he just nodded and kissed her cheek as she breezed out the door.   He finished making his cup of tea and
then carried it over to the balcony doors, staring into the night.
‘But I do want a permanent relationship.’ That thought kept him company through the long night.
***
When Slick got home from his job at the University, he was met at the door by a very fucked up Brando.
“Slick!”
Practically holding his friend up, Slick moved them inside. An impromptu party was going on. A bottle of Jack Daniels was shoved into his
hand, forcing him to release Brando, who was promptly caught by one of the numerous whores working the party.   All the members were
present, enjoying the festivities. Relaxing, Slick twisted the lid off the bottle and took a swallow.
“Slick,” Preacher said over the loud music, “glad you’re here.”
He only nodded as he felt the beginnings of a headache. Knowing he couldn’t leave without being disrespectful to his brother’s generosity,
Slick looked for another reason to escape. And she was a red head with big tits. Knowing she was already bought and paid for, Slick wasted
little time with small talk, just grabbing her by the forearm and leading her upstairs.
He closed the door behind them, muting the blasting stereo somewhat. Taking a deep breath, he tried to shake off the headache. As if
sensing his distress, the whore offered some of the coke she’d picked up from downstairs. He took a small snort, knowing that it wouldn’t
take much to send him flying, and then began stripping off his clothes, mildly noticing that she was helping.
The room spun as she pushed him onto the bed, she fisted his cock and brought him to full hardness with a few strokes. Standing up, she
slipped off her panties and grabbed a condom from her purse.   Returning to the bed, she mechanically slid it on him and then straddled his
hips. He was good sized but she was experienced and took him easily. She rode him without thinking. It didn’t mean anything to either of
them.
Eventually, Slick’s body tensed and he called out indistinctly. The whore slipped off him, disposed of the condom and pulled her panties
back on. He was passed out on the bed.
She had the decency to cover him with a blanket when she left, but that was all.




Jim drove into work early so he would make sure to catch Blair. Late Saturday afternoon when he’d finally awoken from his stupor, Jim had
called his old boss about working on Blair’s ‘Vair. Bruce had been thrilled at the prospect of working on another ‘Vair and told Jim to tell his
friend to come by whenever he could.   Jim couldn’t wait to tell Blair.
Rounding the corner near Blair’s office, Jim stopped short. Blair was standing just in the door way with another man, but it was the way he
was standing that caused Jim to pause. There was a familiarity in the stance, a closeness that whispered in Jim’s subconscious and made him
keep silent.
Then the other man, older and taller than Blair, opened his arms and Blair stepped into the embrace.   And an embrace it surely was.   Jim
looked over his shoulder and down the hallway, making sure no one was coming and would catch him spying on Blair, and then he turned
back. And witnessed a kiss he was sure he’d never forget.
They were kissing, deeply.   Jim could see the movement of their tongues against each other’s cheeks. He felt himself start to sweat. Kissing
wasn’t the only thing they were doing. The older man’s hands had slid down Blair’s back, pulling them closer together, and then the hands
slid even lower, cupping Blair’s ass, squeezing, caressing.
Jim didn’t know what to do, but stop watching them wasn’t an option. He’d never seen two men embrace, much less kiss and fondle. He
supposed he should have been disgusted at their actions, yet, this was the same man who’d befriended and accepted him with no hesitation
when he’d found out that Jim was a biker. His reaction didn’t make sense or, rather, his lack of reaction.
Finally, the two broke their kiss. Both were flushed with arousal, and in that instant, Jim felt like an intruder. He tried to back away quietly,
but his boot caught the edge of a chair and it skittered down the hallway, making an ungodly loud noise.   He could have just tried to
continue down the hallway, pretending that nothing happened, but instead he walked around the corner, to face the two men.
“Jim!” Blair said, his voice raised slightly.
“Damn chair,” Jim said, grabbing the offending piece of furniture and righting it by the wall.
Blair and his friend laughed a little self-consciously.
“Jim, this is my friend Paul. Paul, Jim.”
The two men shook hands, then looked back at Blair expectantly.
Breaking the strained silence, Blair asked, “Did you need to talk to me, Jim?”
“Um, yeah. I talked to my friend about your car and—”
“Oh, great.” Blair interrupted and turned to Paul. “I really need to talk to Jim about this.   It was nice to see you again.”
Jim stepped aside as Blair maneuvered the older man down the hall towards the elevators, and smiled to himself. Walking into Blair’s office,
Jim helped himself to a cup of coffee, using the mug Blair had specified as his the first time they’d shared coffee. It had become an almost
nightly ritual in the week since that first fateful cup, and Jim looked forward to sitting and talking over a mug. He liked Blair’s sharp wit and
quick smile.
“Jeez,” Blair said as he came back into his office, closing the door behind him.
“What?” Jim asked curiously, sipping his coffee.
“Paul. We are *so* over, but ever time we run into each other, he wants to rehash the whole thing, and I told him...” Blair stopped. “Is this
too much information?”
“Why do you ask?” Jim answered, setting the coffee mug on the edge of the desk.
“You had a real nasty look on your face. I guess you didn’t know I was bi. Sorry.”
“No, Chief, it’s not that, although that *is* a surprise,” Jim said. “It’s this coffee. When did you make it? Friday?”   Jim laughed.
Grinning, Blair answered, “Well, now that you mention it...”
They shared a laugh as Blair dumped Jim’s cup of coffee back in the pot, and then carried it down the hallway, returning with a pot of clean
water. While he made a new pot, Jim told him about Bruce.
“He said to tell you to bring it by whenever you get a chance,” Jim informed him, writing the address and phone number on a sheet of paper.
“Great, Jim. Thanks so much. Next week is spring break, so hopefully he can look at it while I’m gone.”
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“Gone? Where ya going?”
“The warm beaches of Mexico,” Blair said, sighing as if imagining already being warm. “My mom’s there and she invited me down.”
Curious, Jim asked, “Your mom live down there?”
“No. Her current boyfriend lives down there.”
“Like mother, like son,” Jim said softly.
“Huh?” Blair asked, not certain of Jim’s meaning.
“Nothing,” Jim answered, wishing he could take it back.
“No, what did you mean?” Blair asked seriously. “Do you have a problem with me being bi?”
Shaking his head, Jim answered, “No. What you do is your business. It’s just, just that you mentioned you had a date on Friday and then
today you’re practically making out with a guy. You just seem to have a lot going on.” Jim paused, then continued, “And you said that your
mom sent the coffee from Europe and now, a week later, she’s in Mexico with a new guy. That’s all, Chief.”
Turning back to the coffee pot, Blair poured them both a new cup as he thought about what Jim had said.   Handing Jim the hot mug, Blair
caught Jim’s eyes.
“Paul is a long time over, and Marissa was just a...a date,” Blair clarified. “My mom loves men and traveling, and when they’re a package
deal, she likes it even more. It just so happens that the guy she’s with in Mexico is the same one from Europe.”
Properly chastised for making assumptions, Jim apologized, “I’m sorry, Chief. I didn’t know.”
“No, you didn’t,” Blair said sternly, “And not that it matters, but I’m trying to settle down.   Date one person at a time, you know, grow up.”
Laughing, Jim said, “I don’t think that’s what grown up means.”
“Maybe not,” Blair smiled, “but it’s a start.”
They raised their mugs and then sipped the hot liquid. For the first time since starting his job, Jim started his shift late. And for the
thousandth time, Blair worked late. But somewhere in the middle, they had time for another cup of coffee.
***
Lying in his big bed, Blair rolled over again. He punched the pillow, but still couldn’t get it right. It was late, later than usual, but he still
couldn’t go to sleep.   He couldn’t pinpoint exactly what it was that was keeping him awake, but obviously something was nagging at his
subconscious.
He thought about meditating, but he lacked the desire to go downstairs for candles, and he remembered that he’d loaned his favorite
meditation CD to a friend. ‘Just breathe. Nice deep breaths. In and out.   In and out.’
‘Yeah, that helped.’ Blair thought as his cock fantasized about that very action. In and out.
There was only one cure for this problem, and it would probably help him sleep better anyway.
Slowly, he ghosted his fingertips over his face. His forehead. His eyelids. Down his nose, across his lips. He raised his neck as his fingers
trailed down the sensitive skin. Sighing, he slowly picked up speed, seeking out the dark nipples trapped in the silky chest hair. He pinched
them gently at first, then harder, groaning at the pleasure he was causing in his own body. Self-love had always been so hot to him.
Sliding his hands down his chest, he tried to decide who to fantasize about, a man or a woman.   ‘Mmm, man tonight. A tall, strong man.’ He
grasped his hard cock in his right hand, the left cradling his balls. Slowly stroking himself, he let the fantasy take him.
His fantasy lover was cradling him securely in his strong arms, holding him like the most precious gift imaginable. His lover’s hands touched
him everywhere. Pinching his nipples, rubbing the precum off the tip of his cock, teasing his opening with promises to come. His lover was
tasting him. Tasting his cock, his ass, following his treasure trail up his chest, licking behind his ear. His lover was pulling back to look into
his eyes, and...
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“Fuck!”
He was coming, pulling hard on his dick, jamming his fingers in and out of his ass, panting.
“Oh, Jim.”
***
Slick didn’t go straight home after his shift at the University. Instead, he drove aimlessly, letting the rumbling of his hog soothe and calm
him. He knew his presence probably wasn’t appreciated in the quieter suburbs, but he drove the familiar streets anyway. He only slowed
once, in front of the house he’d grown up in. It was dark, but he hadn’t expected his regimented father to be up past the late news. A part of
him wanted to park his bike and walk up to the front door, but the other part, the cynical part, figured his father would probably call the
police as soon as look at him.
‘Speak of the devil,’ Slick thought as he saw a cop car pull in behind him.
Realizing he wasn’t wanted here, Slick made a left and headed towards the interstate and the long drive back to Seattle. He noticed the cop
car make the same turn, following him, and wondered briefly if someone in the upscale neighborhood had called them, or if they’d just been
cruising by.
Watching his speed and obeying all the traffic laws, Slick led the cops onto the highway. He knew they’d probably already run his license
plate and found out everything they could without actually stopping him.   Since he’d broken no laws, they had no cause to stop him, but if
they had, Slick would have been polite and unassuming, offering them no ammunition to detain him. They finally gave up at the county line,
realizing he wasn’t going to play their game, and then Slick opened his hog up and let her roar down the highway with no regard for his
speed.
Not ready to go back to the clubhouse, Slick headed instead to a local coffee shop. One of the waitresses used to date Pepper, and she
smiled at him when he came in and sat down in a corner booth.
“Hey, Slick,” she said, snapping her gum. “What can I get ya?”
“Coke, double cheeseburger, onion rings.”
She wandered off to put his order in, returning a few minutes later with his coke.
Fiddling with the straw, Slick thought back to the kiss he’d witnessed that afternoon. ‘So, the little professor is gay. No, bi. What the hell
does that mean anyway? That he couldn’t decide whether he wanted men or women so he just takes the best of both worlds?’
When his burger and rings came, he poured ketchup on the burger and then took a big bite. It didn’t really matter if Blair was gay or bi, what
did make an impact on Slick was Blair’s easy acceptance of his biker status. Most people immediately categorized him as soon as they knew,
thinking of him as a troublemaker, cutting off their friendship as if by proximity they would become like him. Lots of people made
judgments based purely on what they saw and not what was real. Slick had been on the receiving end of that treatment and knew how it felt
to be snubbed by a friend, former friend. It hurt.
‘So, if Blair doesn’t have a problem with me being a biker,’ Slick decided, ‘then I don’t have a problem with him being bi.’




Checking his watch for the twentieth time, Blair knew he’d never finish in time to catch even the last quarter of the Jags/Spurs game. His
mid-semester grades had to be turned in by midnight, and he’d made the mistake of postponing the midterm for his Anthro 201 students until
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this afternoon, completely forgetting about the big game and his plans to join friends at the bar to watch.
There was a quiet tap on the door, and then Jim opened it. Blair barely acknowledged his presence, head completely absorbed by the test
booklet in front of him. Closing it, he looked up to see Jim getting ready to close the door and leave.
“No time for coffee?” Blair asked.
Shrugging, Jim said, “You looked busy.”
“Never too busy to take a break,” Blair said, standing and stretching. “Hey, any idea how the Jags are doing?”
“They don’t stand a chance against the Spurs,” Jim said, pouring coffee for both of them.
“You’ve got to be kidding,” Blair said, taking the mug Jim offered.
“Robinson’ll kick Wallace’s ass.”
“No way! Wallace is too fast for him.”
“The Admiral can shoot like a dream,” Jim said, mimicking a free throw.
“Yeah, but he’ll need more than that to beat Wallace.”
“Yeah, right,” Jim said, laughing. “If you’re such a Jags fan, why aren’t you at the game?”
“No money, man. I had to pay for my plane ticket to Mexico,” Blair said, making a show of turning his empty pockets inside out. “What
about you?”
“I work nights, Chief.”
“True. But you could have taken off, gone with some of your buddies.”
Shaking his head, Jim answered, “My buddies don’t care too much for sports.”
“Ah.”
“What’s that mean? ‘Ah’.”
“Just ‘ah’. Nothing.   I just wondered...”
“How I got to be a biker?”
“Yeah,” Blair said, his natural curiosity perking up. “How old were you when you joined? What kind of—”
Holding up his hands, Jim stopped him, “Whoa, whoa, whoa. Lots of questions there, Chief.”
“Yeah, sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you.”
“You didn’t, don’t worry.   But can we save this for another time?” Jim asked. “We’ve both still got work to do, and maybe if we finish
quick enough, we can catch some of the game over at the student union.”
“*That* sounds like a plan!”
They both returned to their jobs, but a clogged sink kept Jim from joining Blair at the student union to watch the overtime. The Spurs won
119 to 118, and Blair just shook his head. The Admiral had pulled it off.
***




“I’ve been calling all day, Blair. You’re not working too hard are you?”
“No, it’s just really busy right now. I’m trying to get everything done now so I can enjoy my vacation.”
“That’s wonderful, Sweetie. I can’t wait to see you,” Naomi said. “Are you bringing someone special?”
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“No, mom, not this trip.”
“But you’re seeing someone?” Naomi asked, perpetually nosey.
An image of Jim flashed into his head, and his body shivered with remembered desire at the fantasy from earlier in the week.   When he
finally answered, he had to struggle for his voice not to shake.
“No, I’m not seeing anyone.”
“Blair Sandburg, you can lie to everybody else, but I’m your mother and I know when you’re lying. Tell me about him.”
“Him?” Blair squeaked. “What makes you think it’s a man?”
“You’re always more secretive when you’re dating a man,” she clarified. “Now, tell me!”
“Naomi,” Blair sighed, “we’re not dating. He’s just a friend.”
“But you want there to be more?”
“Yes. No.”
“Which is it, Sweetie?”
They were both silent as Blair considered the question.  
“Yes,” he said, but the sadness in his voice made his answer seem less sure.
“Blair, what’s wrong?”
“He...I...”
“You can talk to me, Sweetie,” she said, coaxingly.   “Do I need to fly up there and kick some guy’s ass?”
Blair snorted. “You would, wouldn’t you?”
“Anything for you. You know that.”
“Yeah, I do know that.” Blair sighed. “I just really can’t talk about this right now, okay. But we will talk. I promise.”
“Okay, Blair. I’ll hold you to that,” she said, and he could almost see the finger shaking in his face. “Now, what time is your flight?”
They discussed his flight plans and made arrangements for her to pick him up late Friday night. Before they hung up, she made him promise
again to tell her about this man that had him tied up in knots.
After hanging up with Naomi, he automatically reached for the kettle, but dropped it noisily onto the cook top.
“Damn it!” he yelled at the silent and empty space which haunted him.
***
Slick, Smokey and Shooter were enjoying the mild night, sitting behind the clubhouse, drinking beer. Slick had always felt close to them,
mostly because they had sponsored him and Lucky so many years ago, but also because they were good at reading him.
“What’s eatin’ at ya, Slick?” Smokey asked.
“Just thinking.”
“About...” Shooter prodded.
Taking a long pull from his beer, Slick deliberated.   “About the future.”
“Aww,” Smokey teased, “our little boy’s growing up.”
Shooter laughed with him.
Slick didn’t. “Fuck you,” he said, starting to stand up.
Grabbing Slick’s arm, Smokey said, “Just sit the fuck down. Damn, you’re touchy.   Can’t take a joke anymore?”
He didn’t answer.
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“Man, why don’t you go grab more beer,” Smokey said to Shooter. Once he’d gone inside, Smokey leaned closer to Slick. “What’s going on,
kid?”
“Kid? I’m not a fuckin’ kid! I’m almost thirty-fucking-six years old.”
“And I’m almost fifty fuckin’ years old. What the hell does that have to do with anything?”
Sighing raggedly, Slick continued, “Don’t you want more than this?”
“More than what?”
“More than this,” Slick gestured wildly. “A house. A job. Someone to love.   Just...more.”
“Ah, the universal more,” Smokey said. “Slick, I have a roof over my head, good friends, anything I want. I have more than some people,
and I have a hell of a lot less, too, but I’m happy.   What more could a man ask for?   Are you happy?”
Shaking his head, Slick answered softly, “Sometimes.”
“Then you need to figure out what’s gonna make you happy. And if leaving the Panteras is it, then I say go. You’ll always have a home and
friends here, never doubt that.”
Shooter returned then, handing each of them a cold beer.
“Thanks,” Slick said, his eyes on Smokey who just nodded.
Twisting the lid off, Slick took a long swallow and contemplated the stars, wishing the answers were as clear as the night.
***
Week #4-Thursday
Blair waited until a quarter of seven before heading down to the university cafeteria. It usually emptied out once evening classes started,
which was the only time he could eat a meal in peace without a hundred and one students trying to talk to him. He’d actually hung a ‘be
back in an hour’ sign on his door that afternoon just to get some work done.
Choosing the grilled chicken sandwich and a salad, he thought about going back to his office to eat, but when he saw Jim sitting alone, the
decision was no longer his.
“Mind if I join you?” Blair asked.
“Hey, Chief,” Jim said, surprised. “Sure, sit down.”
“Thanks.”
Blair tore into this sandwich, discarding the bread and soggy tomato, and then ripping the chicken into pieces with his fingers.
“I think it’s dead,” Jim observed.
Blair laughed. “Never hurts to be careful.”
“You eat down here often?”
“Nah. You?”
“Only when I’m running late.”
“Am I keeping you?” Blair asked, realizing that Jim’s tray only held an empty plate.
“No,” Jim said quickly, “I just left home late and didn’t have time to stop for anything else.”
“Ah,” Blair said, taking a bite of his salad.   “Where’s home?”
“Seattle.”
Raising his eyebrows, Blair asked, “You drive in from Seattle ever day?”
“Yep.”
“Why?” Blair asked, curious. “I mean, there have to be jobs in Seattle.”
“Kinda goes back to the whole biker thing.”
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“Oh.” Blair didn’t say anything more.
“It’s not that I *can’t* get a job there, it was just easier to come to Cascade where the Panteras don’t have a reputation,” Jim explained.
“I understand,” Blair said, sipping his bottled water.
“Do you really?”
Sighing, Blair answered, “No, not really. Do you have time now? Can you explain it to me?”
“Yeah. Okay.”
They talked for almost an hour. Well, actually Jim talked and Blair listened.   It was probably the first time in a long time that Blair didn’t do
the majority of the talking. Jim explained how he’d joined the Panteras and what life was like as a biker, while Blair listened intently. It
surprised Jim, but it felt so good to talk to someone who didn’t have any preconceived notions or expectations, that Jim opened up
completely, admitting that he was questioning his membership in the Panteras and wondered what his future held.
Blair listened with a sympathetic ear, offering suggestions when Jim asked or when he seemed unsure what to say next. It was a very
intimate conversation, and Blair relished every second of being allowed so deeply inside Jim’s soul.
All too soon, the cafeteria grew steadily noisier, signaling evening break time. The noise broke Jim’s concentration and focus, and he pulled
back from the conversation, embarrassed that he’d revealed so much about himself.
“Sorry, Chief,” Jim said, no longer meeting Blair’s eyes.
“Why?”
“I didn’t mean to dump all that on you. You’ve got better things to do than listen to me complain.”
“Jim,” Blair waited until Jim’s eyes met his again, “shut up. Friends listen, and they help if they can.”
Remembering his conversation with Smokey the night before, Jim smiled. “Thanks, I’m glad we’re friends.”
“Me, too.”
Smiling at each other, they cleaned their table and left the cafeteria. They returned to their jobs, and the smiles stayed on their faces.
***
Blair was still smiling as he packed for his spring break trip. Digging in the back of drawers and the closet, he managed to scrounge up his
meager summer clothes.   Living in Washington State didn’t require more than two pairs of shorts, but Mexico was different; shorts were a
staple of a wardrobe there.
Carrying his bag downstairs, he set it on a kitchen chair and went to the bathroom to pack his shaving kit. He contemplated condoms and
lube. ‘Is that what I’m looking for on this trip?’ Finally, he put them both back in the medicine cabinet.   If it was sex he was looking for, he
didn’t have to look further than the university campus. ‘No, this trip is about relaxing and visiting with Naomi.’
Shaking his head at his reflection, he berated himself, ‘Lie to other people, but not to yourself, ‘Chief’.’
Jim.
Unable to face his reflection any longer, he left the bathroom, dumping his shaving kit into the open bag. Lighting a three-wicked candle on
the coffee table, Blair settled on the couch, pulling an afghan over his legs.
Thinking back to his shared dinner with Jim, Blair filtered the images through his mind. He couldn’t think of another conversation where
he’d listened and learned so much about another person. And the more time he spent with Jim, the more time he wanted to. He loved Jim’s
smile and quirky sense of humor, so like his own. For being so different, they had a remarkable number of common interests. It was too
bad.…
Shaking off that train of thoughts, Blair angrily flipped back the afghan, checked the lock on his door and then headed up to bed.   He had to
get up early to catch his flight, and it wasn’t productive to waste any more time thinking about a man who only wanted his friendship.
***
Sitting on the front steps with Brando while the kid fiddled with the engine on his hog, Slick drank a beer and kept an ear out for Smokey
and Shooter. It was common for members to be out after dark, but there had been a few reports of trouble from other biker gangs. Just to be
on the safe side, Preacher had suggested that someone keep a watch in the evenings.
Hearing the clubhouse door opening behind him, Slick looked up to see Preacher step outside.
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“Preacher,” Slick greeted him.
The older man sat down beside him, scanning the street.   Not a man for small talk, Preacher got right to his point.
“You having any trouble getting in and out of Cascade?”
Knowing Preacher meant trouble from other bikers, Slick shook his head and answered, “Nope, none. Other than a few riceburners at the
university, I haven’t seen a thing.”
“Good, good. I heard the Void was looking to expand their territory, and we don’t need that kind of shit here.”
Slick nodded, knowing the Void was primarily a Cascade based club that dealt in meth labs and gambling. They were the kind of club that
gave biker gangs a bad rap.  
“You ever run into them, get your ass outta there, Slick,” Preacher warned. “They don’t fuck around. They shoot first, and ask questions
later.”
Laughing to lighten the leader’s mood, Slick joked, “Don’t worry about me, Preacher. I like my ass just the way it is.”
***
Week #5-Spring Break
Even though it was Spring Break, the university was still active and Jim was kept busy. The floors in his building had to be waxed, including
several classrooms, which meant moving the desks out first. The physical labor kept him busy but his mind wandered.
Usually the faculty offices didn’t need cleaning during the break, so Jim had no excuse to go by Blair’s office. But under the pretext of
watering Blair’s plants, Jim visited his office.
The next night Jim found himself staring at the coffee pot; he missed his regular coffee break with Blair, chatting about their day or hearing
Blair tell one of his stories about his adventures. He cleaned it and the mugs, and silently figured out how many hours until Blair returned.
Another night, he ate dinner in the cafeteria, but it wasn’t even close to as good as the dinner they’d shared. And Jim refused to answer the
burning question.   Was it the food or the company that made the first dinner so much better? Sometimes it was better to leave details like
that alone.
Towards the end of the week, Jim was vacuuming the hallways. He paused in front of Blair’s office. Only professors who’d asked had their
offices vacuumed. Justifying it to himself as a favor, Jim unlocked the door and continued his vacuuming.   He found Blair’s scarf under the
desk.
Turning it over in his hands, Jim checked the label.   It was pure cashmere. Rubbing the soft material against his cheek, his whiskers were
rough against the silkiness. ‘Probably a gift from some girl. Or some guy,’ he thought. He folded the scarf carefully and set it on Blair’s desk.
After returning the vacuum to the storage closet and clocking out, he went back to Blair’s office and slipped the folded scarf inside his
leather jacket. Still unable to admit the real reason to himself, Jim skulked from the building, hiding in shadows, afraid that someone would
see him and his secret would be written all over his face.
***
Mexico was wonderful for Blair. He soaked up the sun, storing it away for when he returned to Cascade; his skin turning bronze under the
kiss of the sun. Naomi’s boyfriend rented a sailboat, and they cruised along the coast, drinking margaritas and laughing.
At night, after Roland went to bed, Naomi would stay up and they would talk late into the night. It only took her two days to break down his
defenses and persuade him to tell her all about Jim. But even then, Blair insisted they were only friends, and she had looked at him with all
the motherly love possible and told him to ‘wise up’ and either ‘let it go or do something about it’.
And like any good boy, he listened to his mother; he tried to let it go. He was bi and Jim was straight, and he’d never given Blair any
indication that he’d be willing to switch teams. Sure, they had a lot in common, but that still didn’t make Jim open to a homosexual
relationship or even attracted to him. He was so mixed up, but he knew letting the idea go was the best. But some doubts lingered.
Half memory-half thoughts would come to him at the oddest moments. The way Jim looked the night he’d caught Blair and Paul kissing. It
had been a combination of embarrassment and curiosity.   Blair wondered what it would take to suppress the one and satisfy the other.
He remembered the first time he’d seen Jim ride up on his Harley. The predatory look in Jim’s eyes as he eased the heavy machine towards
Blair. The way Jim had listened and cared enough about Blair’s ‘Vair to make sure it got the right treatment. He wondered if Jim showed
that much care to all his friends, and how he treated the people he dated.
Were these things just the actions of a friend, or was there more there? That question kept Blair company during his week in the sun. He left
Mexico tanned and rested, but still with filled with unanswered questions.
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At the airport, right before his flight was called, Naomi handed him a small box.
“It’s just a little something.”
Flipping the lid open, Blair smiled. “An aquamarine?”
“It possesses the calming effect of the sea, and you have been calmer down here, haven’t you?” Blair nodded. “It also promotes clarity of
mind, and you have a big decision ahead of you.”
Throwing his arms around her, he hugged her tightly.   “Thank you so much.”
He had to run to catch his plane, but the new earring, a hoop with a small aquamarine gem, was dangling proudly from his left ear.
***
It had been a slow week on all fronts for Slick.   The clubhouse was quiet for a change.   Preacher and a group had left early in the week on
a run to San Francisco, leaving behind a few members to keep an eye on the clubhouse. There wasn’t likely to be trouble, the neighborhood
was pretty decent and they respected the club for keeping it that way.
His work at the university kept his hands busy, but the work was mindless and his thoughts drifted. Drifted to Blair and what he might be
doing in Mexico. His interest in the professor stunned him, and yet he could find no reason not to remain friends. It was an unexplainable
attraction. And that was the problem.
Slick had always been attracted to good looking women, had never had a problem getting company in his bed either before or since
becoming a Pantera, but now he found excuses to avoid women. He tried to rationalize his fondness for Blair, trying to identify and label all
of Blair’s feminine traits, thinking that was why he found Blair attractive, but he fell short. Sure, Blair had long hair, was physically smaller
than he, but that’s where the feminine characteristics ended. In a number of ways, Blair was exceptionally masculine.
They’d talked at length about sports, and Slick was surprised that Blair was active in a faculty basketball league and played softball in the
summer. Being an anthropologist, Blair was used to roughing it, but Slick was impressed that Blair took real pride in being a nature lover and
that he loved to camp and fish. Slick remembered doing those kinds of things years ago, in another lifetime.
Then there were Blair’s other masculine traits.   The five o’clock shadow no matter the time of day, the hint of chest hair that peeked out
from the top of tee-shirts, the size of Blair’s hands.
It hadn’t escaped Slick’s notice that Blair’s hands were bigger than his. In fact, just thinking about his hands, made Slick shiver. He’d
watched those hands writing, making coffee, caressing an artifact as he described its origins, and embellishing a story. They were the most
expressive hands Slick had ever seen.   And during their dinner, he’d gotten the chance to watch Blair suck those fingers into his mouth to
clean them after ripping apart his chicken sandwich.
Remembering that night, Slick thought back to the way Blair’s lips had looked, shiny with saliva and grease.
‘Stop it!’
And the way his fingers had slid in and out from between those lips, his tongue curled around them.
“Shit!”
His outburst attracted the attention of a nearby member, but the other guy, T-Bone, turned back to his hot mama, forgetting the incident
before Slick had even left the room.
Slamming his bedroom door, Slick looked around for something to hit, to break, to help him escape. Spotting his pot tin, he sat down at the
table to roll a joint.   He opened the nickel bag and sniffed the sweet weed, but it didn’t smell like normal.    Thinking back, he tried to
remember when he’d bought this bag.   Realizing it had been quite a while, and that the pot was stale, he slammed the lid of the tin shut.
He needed something. Someone. He knew there were only a handful of females downstairs and most were old ladies of members and not
shared. He also knew that if he really wanted company, he could easily find it. But the image in his head, the image of what he wanted, he
knew he wouldn’t find in some nameless broad.
Sitting on the edge of his bed, he slowly undressed, pulling off his steel-toed boots first. He pulled the tee-shirt over his head, tossing it down
beside the bed, and then he stood to unzip his jeans. They slid down his bare skin, a whispered caress against him. Stepping out of them, he
bent gracefully and picked them up, laying them over his dresser.
Lying back against the head board, he causally stroked his half hard dick. He tried to visualize a lover. Sucking on a nipple while pinching
the other. A lover licking down his chest. His hands tangling in dark curls. That hot, knowing mouth finding all his sweet places.   His hands
sliding down to touch the lips, tilting the head, meeting ocean blue eyes.
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Blair’s eyes.
Dropping his hard cock like it was burning his hand, he berated himself, ‘What the hell am I thinking?’ He didn’t need to answer that
question out loud, it seemed his body had already decided. His cock throbbed now, harder than ever before. It knew what he wanted, what
he needed.
Gripping his cock more firmly, Slick tried to direct his fantasy once again.
*She* was holding his cock with one hand, rolling his balls with the other. Bending to lick at the crown and the leaking slit. Taking the tip
between full lips, sucking ever so softly. Teasing fingers sliding down under his balls.
He spread his legs unconsciously, letting his own fingers follow his fantasy lover’s lead.
That knowing hand sped up the stroking, making him pant. The fingers continued their journey downwards, ghosting over his asshole,
making him gasp.
He touched himself intimately, pressing lightly against his hole, moaning.
His lover’s mouth slowly slid down the length of him, nose pressed against his pubic hair, swallowing convulsively around him. Fingers
pressing inside.
He pulled at his cock harder, his questing fingers pushing inside him, searing his soul.
His lover was whispering to him. ‘Come for me. Come on me.’
He did, come splattering his chest and face, as his fingers stilled in his spasming ass and the image of Blair, lips swollen and red, grinned at
him, imaginary come dripping off Blair’s lips onto him.
“Fuck!” Slick yelled, reaching for his discarded tee-shirt and wiping the come away.
He threw the tee-shirt as far across the room as it would go, then angrily pulled back his sheets, sliding between their coolness.   Punching
the pillow, he tried to go to sleep, and not analyze the distinctive turn his fantasy had taken.  
‘I’m *NOT* gay!’ Slick mentally screamed, but a little voice inside him called out for Blair. And when sleep finally came, he dreamed of
Blair and he was at peace.
***
Week #6-Monday
Jim didn’t even try to deny why he was at work early.   He had missed Blair.
Checking Blair’s office, Jim found it empty. He knew Blair’s schedule by heart, yet another thing he refused to explain to himself, and his
last class should have ended over an hour ago. So where was he?
Using his passkey, Jim let himself into the empty office. Blair’s backpack was sitting next to his desk, his jacket lay over the arm of his chair,
but there was no other indication of the man they belonged to. Looking around the empty office, Jim felt a momentary flash of
apprehension. How would he explain being in Blair’s office when the professor was nowhere to be found?   
Hurriedly, Jim searched for some clue. Blair’s jacket being here didn’t mean anything because it was an unseasonably sunny and warm day.
The backpack’s presence meant he hadn’t left and probably wasn’t doing university business. So, what would take Blair out of the office?
Or was it who?
‘Male or female?’
Jim needed to get some fresh air. Closing and locking the door behind him, Jim headed for the roof, the one place he was sure not to run into
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another person. He took the stairs two at a time, anger fueling his ascent, slamming into the roof door hard enough for it to hit the wall and
bounce back at him, the lock pinching the edge of his left hand and slicing it open.  
Muttering a curse, Jim looked at his hand. It was just a little cut, but like most small cuts, it had the potential to bleed profusely. Sucking the
wounded skin, he tasted the coppery flavor of his blood.   Waiting for it to stop bleeding, Jim looked around and realized he wasn’t alone on
the roof.
Someone had set up a collapsible beach chair near the far corner. Taking a step closer, Jim realized who that someone was. The reason for
his anger. Blair Sandburg.
Listening to his headphones, Blair hadn’t heard Jim's arrival on the roof. In fact, Blair appeared to be asleep, soaking up the sunshine. He
had stripped off his shirt and his pants, unbuttoned, had slipped down a few inches revealing the top of what appeared to be navy silk. Jim’s
fingers tingled as if he’d already touched the soft material.
His skin was darker, Jim noticed. ‘From his vacation,’ he reasoned, letting his eyes roam across Blair’s hairy chest, pinpointing the cinnamon
colored nipples, which were peaked, a result of the cool breeze. The breeze was also lifting Blair’s loose curls away from his face, revealing
more clearly the sharp angles of his jaw, the curve of his Adam’s apple, the fullness of his lips. Jim reasoned that Blair must have been out
here a long time, because a light sheen of sweat had broken across his forehead.
Blair shifted, raising one arm above his head, revealing the lighter skin of his underarm, the hair short. Jim sniffed the air, willing the breeze
to bring Blair’s scent along to him. A bead of sweat caught his eye, and he watching it slowly roll down Blair’s chest, ease through the curls
and slide into the shallow depression of Blair’s navel.   His eyes continued down, unconsciously following the treasure trail to the border of
silk. Even then he couldn’t pull back, he had to see, needed to see.
His heart was beating so loudly in his own head, its rhythm mimicked the pounding of the bass pouring out through Blair’s headphones.   He
could barely make out the words between heartbeats.
/...a sexual thing...lyin’ there...so horny...startin’...hold me...feels so good...knew it would.../
The lyrics thrummed through his brain and shot straight to his cock. Yes, yes, yes. At that moment, Jim would have agreed to anything.
Whether it was the power of the words and the visual stimuli, it was overwhelming.   It was overpowering. It was undeniable.
Jim watched with greedy eyes as Blair slowly opened his own eyes.
/...It’s just a sexual thing.../
The weight and heat of Jim’s gaze singed Blair’s soul.   He’d never felt anything as intense as the moment their eyes met and realization and
recognition dawned on both of them.
Standing gracefully, Blair took a moment to button his pants, eyes locked with Jim’s.
/...pleased you’ve come.../
Blair grabbed his bottle of water, tilting his head back, he tipped the bottle, pouring a healthy flow onto his face.   Shaking his head, the
water flew in all directions from the ends of his hair. With the palm of his hand, he wiped away the excess moisture from his forehead,
drying his hand on the light material of his pants, darkening them.
/...pleasure’s all mine.../
Jim tried to draw a deep breath into his chest, but his body wasn’t responding; he panted. He was consumed with the presence in front of
him.
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/...I am your...I am your...ain’t nothin’ but a sexual thing.../
Blair took a step closer. Jim’s heart beat faster. He was being hunted. The look in Blair’s eyes was predatory, hungry, aching. Jim’s body
responded in a way he’d never felt before. He wanted to be pursued, hunted, eaten, taken. He trembled.
/...masturbating.../
Hunter took another step, closing the distance.
/...fornicating.../
Prey licked his lips and hunter followed the tongue’s path.
/...come with me.../
Blair stretched out his hand, palm up, silently asking Jim to take that step, take that chance. And Jim had no willpower to resist, the spell
around them was too strong, too powerful. He raised his hand to clasp Blair’s.
/...it’s just a sexual thing.../
Blair saw the blood a second before he felt the slickness on his palm.
“Jim,” he broke the silence, shattering the spell around them, “you’re bleeding.”
Shaking off his lust induced stupor, Jim slammed back into reality, “It’s nothing.”
He tried to pull back his hand, but Blair refused to let it go, examining the wound.
“I don’t think you need stitches but it definitely needs to be cleaned and bandaged.” Letting go of Jim’s hand, Blair turned back to his beach
chair, grabbing his shirt and slipping his arms into the sleeves. Buttoning one button, he grabbed Jim by the hand again, leading him down
the stairs, ignoring the resistance he felt.
Blair fumbled with the keys to his office, finally getting the lock open. He left the keys dangling from the lock as he maneuvered Jim into the
chair across from his, and dug in his desk, looking for his first aid kit. Finding it, he dropped down between Jim’s outspread knees.
Breathing shallowly, Jim watched every move Blair made.   His mind was still spinning, thoughts coming at him from every angle, words
pounding in his head. He barely felt the sting of the antiseptic as Blair cleansed the wound, and then felt a twinge of pain as the bandage was
secured around the cut.
Blair’s head was bent down, still close to the wound, and for a second, Jim thought he was going to kiss the bandaged area.   Mixed
emotions coursed through him. Blair was on his knees, between Jim’s legs. It was too much.
Jerking his hand away from Blair’s grasp, Jim stood abruptly sending his chair backwards into a filing cabinet. He looked at the startled
expression on Blair’s face, the hurt look in his eyes, and struggled for something to say.
“Chief...”
And then he turned and fled out the open door.
***
The lock easily slid closed and Blair dropped his keys on the table beside the door. He let his backpack slip off his shoulder and it landed
with a soft thump.   Not bothering to flick on a light despite the darkness, he made his way to the nearest couch. Drawing his knees up, Blair
struggled to understand.
After Jim’s hasty escape from his office, Blair had been tempted to follow, but his trembling legs had made that all but impossible. He’d sat
at his desk for a few minutes, breathing deeply to calm himself. He had then fixed his clothes, buttoning his shirt up and tucking it back in,
and gone in search of Jim. His first instinct had been to make sure Jim’s bike was still in the parking lot, and its notable absence tore at his
heart. He hadn’t meant to drive Jim away; he wanted Jim as close as he’d been that afternoon—if not closer.
Thinking back to those precious moments on the roof, Blair had no idea what had roused him from his sunny nap, but opening his eyes to
see Jim standing there, watching him, eyes caressing him, had been like a sign from the heavens. It was just what he’d prayed for, wished
for, hoped for. And he thought Jim had felt the same, but the hasty retreat spoke of other things. Of fear and confusion.
But Jim’s body hadn’t been confused. Blair had seen clear evidence of Jim’s erection, both on the roof and in his office. Jim had liked what
he’d seen, had wanted Blair as much as Blair wanted him. But why did he run?
‘He can’t think I don’t want him. I thought I was pretty obvious,’ Blair thought to himself.
Pulling the afghan from the back of the couch over him, he scooted down, getting comfortable, already making plans for the next time he




If Blair was having a hard time understanding, Slick wasn’t in much better shape a town away.
He’d driven back to Seattle like a bat outta hell, wanting, daring some unsuspecting cop to stop him, but to no avail. He was looking for a
fight, anything to take his mind off the afternoon’s events.
The clubhouse was practically empty, most of the members were either at their jobs or busy with family, so Slick prowled the streets on his
hog. He was a menacing spectacle, death on two wheels, looking for something to satisfy the rage that rumbled through him. He needed to
hit someone, something.
Preacher’s words from a week ago rolled through his mind.   ‘The Void.’ With purposeful moves, Slick headed back to the interstate and
Cascade.
But as he drove mechanically, he had time to think.   And the more he thought, the quicker his rage faded, and uncertainty took its place.
‘What the hell happened on that roof?’ he asked himself.   ‘It was like I wasn’t in control, like I had no choice. And I...I liked...I wanted...’
He refused to let himself finish that comment, as if by not admitting it, it would make it any less real.
Back in Cascade, he cruised by the university, seeing Blair’s ‘Vair. He wasn’t sure if that was comforting or not, but he knew he couldn’t
face Blair right now anyway, so he left the university grounds.
Slick contemplated driving by his father’s house again, but he knew that even if his old man was home, he wouldn’t go in. He didn’t even
know if he was welcome in the house, and he was scared to try and have the door slammed in his face. He’d seen his dad four times in the
last fifteen years, the last time about five years ago at Christmas, and with each passing year it became harder to try again. Maybe someday.
Driving around, he spotted a sign for the garage he’d suggested to Blair and decided to stop in for a visit, but the doors were closed for the
night. He hadn’t realized how late it was getting. Thinking again of his time working at the garage, he remembered his old friend Simon.
They’d kept in touch over the years, getting together on Lucky’s birthday to remember their fallen friend.
Spotting a pay phone, Slick pulled up beside it, fished out some change and made a call. It was a short conversation, but he’d secured a
dinner invitation and the much needed company.
Simon’s house was in a decent neighborhood, working class, and Simon had worked hard to get his family there. After working days in the
garage and attending night school for six years, Simon had earned his degree in Criminal Justice. At one point, he’d thought about becoming
a cop, but having just married and about to be a father, Simon couldn’t stand the thought of purposely putting his life in danger. Instead,
he’d worked to get his private detective’s license and set up his own firm. He had two other people working for him now, and more work
than he could handle. Simon had made it. But life for him wasn’t all peaches and cream. His wife had died two years ago, leaving Simon to
raise a small child on his own. Daryl had just turned seven and was a straight ‘A’ student in the first grade. Slick was a proud godfather, even
if he did only see the kid once a year, he still sent presents at Christmas and on birthdays.
As Slick pulling into Simon’s driveway, Daryl was standing there waving to him, having heard his approach from a good distance away in
the quiet suburb.
“Uncle Jim!”
“Hey, Squirt,” Slick said, dismounting his bike.
“You gonna give me a ride today?” Daryl asked. He asked every time Slick came over, but the answer was always the same.
“I don’t think so, Daryl!” Simon called from the doorway. “And get in here and wash your hands, dinner is almost ready.”
Daryl ran in, Slick following.
“Simon, how’s it going?”
“Not bad. You?”
“Same ole, same ole.”
They sat down to a home cooked dinner, something Slick was rarely able to indulge in. It didn’t matter that it was fish sticks and macaroni
and cheese; it wasn’t take out or diner food. Daryl regaled them with stories of his classmates and their latest field trip to the zoo, and Slick
absorbed every moment, storing it up for the long empty stretches of time when he was alone.
Daryl went up to take his bath while Simon did the dishes; he washed and Slick dried.
“So, what’s up?” Simon asked.
Many Faces of Jim - Intro
105
Slick continued to dry the plate he was holding, not saying a word.
“You in some trouble?”
“No.”
They finished the dishes in silence and then took their iced teas into the living room. Daryl sat beside Slick as they watched the Cartoon
Network, Daryl’s nightly half-hour of television. At bedtime, Daryl gave Slick a hug before heading up to bed. When Simon came back
downstairs, he detoured to the kitchen and retrieved two beers.
Handing Slick the beer, Simon asked again, “So, if you’re not in trouble, then what brings you by?”
“What? A guy can’t just drop by to see his friend and godson?”
“Not when that guy is you,” Simon answered, laughing.
They finished their beers in silence, the television still droning on. When his bottle was empty, Slick took it and Simon’s to the kitchen,
threw them away and returned with two more.
Taking a long swallow, Slick finally asked, “You know any gay people?”
Raising his eyebrows, Simon didn’t answer right away.
“Yep.”
“And?”
“And what?” Simon said, over the rim of the bottle.
“Is he...normal?”
“Normal? No, he’s gay.”
“Simon!” Slick said, frustrated.
“Don’t ‘Simon’ me. Ask me what you want to know.”
Sighing, Slick downed the rest of his beer.
“What’s you gay friend like?” Slick finally asked.
“Like? He’s like you or me,” Simon answered, gesturing. “He works, he laughs, he pays taxes.”
“But, doesn’t it bother you?”
“That he’s gay? That he likes to suck cock?” Slick grimaced at the vulgarity. “No, it doesn’t bother me. He’s just a normal person who
happens to love differently than I do.”
Weighing this, Slick phrased his next question carefully. “So, you think it’s okay for two men to love each other?”
“Let me tell you something, Jim,” Simon said, leaning closer. “Love is so rare and precious that I don’t think it matters where it comes from,
just so long as you appreciate it when you have it. Cause once love’s gone, you feel its loss.”
Slick knew Simon was speaking from experience.   Losing Joan had nearly broken Simon apart, and if he hadn’t had Daryl to pour all his
love onto, Simon might not have survived her death. Reaching over, Slick squeezed Simon’s hand, realizing that even though Joan had been
gone for two years, Simon still loved her.
On the drive back to Seattle, Slick contemplated the idea of a devoted, enduring love. If two men could share that kind of love, how would
that love be expressed?
When the image of Blair, bare chested and sweating, popped into his head, Slick almost drove off the road. A hard-on was his companion on
the rest of the trip, the vivid image of Blair on the roof firmly reminding him with every mile. It was a long drive home.




Checking his watch again, Blair sighed. For once, he was caught up with his grading and paperwork and could go home. Yet, here he was.
He looked over at the half full coffee pot and sighed again. Then he heard it, the familiar sound of a cleaning cart being pushed up the
hallway.
Jim tapped on Blair’s door and then let himself in.
They both stared for a long minute. Heat washed over both of them, memories becoming vivid once again.
“Trash?”
“Coffee?” They spoke at the same time.
Smiling, Blair stood and poured two cups of coffee while Jim emptied the trash can. Waiting until Jim set the can back down, Blair then
handed him the mug.
“Thanks.”
They sipped their coffee, still standing, tension filling the small office.
“I—”
“I—” The both started at the same time.
Gesturing, Jim said, “Go ahead.”
“I, um, I just wanted to thank you for watering my plants while I was gone.”
“How’d you...”
“Well, they usually wilt a whole lot, so when I noticed they hadn’t, I assumed...”
“Yeah.”
Blair nodded. Jim’s defensive posture was making him nervous and unsure.
“Well, I—”
“I thought—” Laughing, Blair continued, “Third time’s charm. So, Jim, I was thinking, how about I buy you a drink after work. You know, a
thank you for saving my plants. What do you say?”
Setting the coffee mug on the edge of Blair’s desk, Jim circled the rim with his index finger.
“It was nothing,” he said, not meeting Blair’s eyes.   “Anyway, I need to get back to work.”
“Oh, okay,” Blair said disappointed.
Turning, Jim slipped out the door, closing it as silently as a heart breaking.
***
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Blair sat in the darkness of his loft, wishing he were more of a drinker. A half empty glass of rum and coke sat on the coffee table, probably
leaving a ring as the ice melted and condensation rolled down the sides. He wished he could just get drunk and wake up forgetting this whole
situation. But that would mean he’d have to forget Jim, and how could he possibly do that when he was in love with him?
There, he’d admitted it. Like it mattered one way or the other, obviously Jim wasn’t interested. But something had happened between them
on the roof. Something had passed between them. Something...
The phone’s ringing startled him.
“Hello?”
“Blair, sweetie, how are you?” Naomi asked.   “I’ve been getting the strangest vibe all day today, and I just knew it had something to do
with you. Did you talk to that man of yours?”
“He’s not ‘my man’, Naomi.”
“It didn’t go well, I take it.”
“It didn’t go at all. Before I got the chance to talk to him.…” Blair filled his mom in on the events of the past two days, including Jim’s
reactions. They talked for a solid hour, Naomi offering the one thing she was definitely good at, listening, and then offering advice about the
other thing she was good at, seducing men.
She’d reasoned with Blair, assuring him that Jim’s reactions were more of a man scared than of a man who wasn’t interested, pointing at the
erection and the interest as clear signs that he was attracted to Blair. The running and inability to meet Blair’s eyes were obvious signs that
Jim was afraid of what was happening.
“Sweetie, he’s been straight his whole life, and you’ve thrown him a loop ball.”
“A curve ball,” Blair corrected, smiling.   “Maybe, but how do I—”
“You’ll know. Blair, you have an amazing gift of knowing what people around you need.   Just be yourself. Don’t change how you interact
with him, show him that you’re the same person you’ve always been. His friend. And when he’s ready, he’ll come to you.”
“Are you sure, Mom?” Blair sounded so young and needy, it pulled at her heart.
“Blair Sandburg, he’d be a fool not to love you,” Naomi said sincerely. “And if he hurts you, I’m gonna come up there and knock some
sense into him!”
Laughing, Blair answered, “And I’ll hold him down for you.”
They hung up a few minutes later, and Blair felt better than he had all day. He was just gonna be himself, and Jim was gonna come to him.
He hoped.
***
Slick made the phone call before he left the university; he was expected.
He pulled into the driveway behind the Lincoln, shutting down his bike. The front porch light was on, as were the lights in the living room.
Standing in front of the door, Slick didn’t know whether to knock or just let himself in. The decision was taken out of his hands when his dad
opened the door.
“Jimmy, I thought I heard your bike.”
“Dad.”
Taking off his leather coat, Slick hung it on the antique hall tree that had been in the foyer for as long as he could remember.   Looking
around, he noticed that not much had changed. The wallpaper was new, but still in a very subdued pattern. He followed his dad into the
study.
Standing at the bar, William Ellison asked, “Drink?   Whiskey okay?”
“Sure.”
Taking the drink from his dad’s outstretched hand, Slick sat down in one of the matching leather chairs by the fireplace.
After a few minutes, William said, “Happy birthday, son.”
“Thanks.”
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They sipped at their drinks in silence.
“So, I guess you’re still riding around with those hoodlums?”
Sighing, Slick set his glass down. “Yes.” It never changed, and he wondered why he even bothered to care after all these years.
“Don’t you think I’ve paid enough?”
“Excuse me?” Slick said, standing up.
“Aren’t you done making me pay for pushing you?   With all the advantages you had growing up, I don’t know why you insist on throwing
your future away.”
“It’s my future, not yours. I decide. I’m in control,” Slick’s voice continued to rise. “I’m not some little boy you can bully into doing things
your way. This is my life! It’s who I am!”
“Oh, wonderful, Jimmy!” Sarcasm dripped from every syllable. “Just what I wanted for a son, a biker thug!”
Stomping towards the door, Slick stopped, dropping one last bomb on his father.
“Then you’re gonna love this, I’m gay,” he said, watching his father’s face fall. “And the name's Slick.”
Grabbing his coat, he left, slamming the door behind him.
***
Week #6-Wednesday
“Tracy, you are a *doll*!” Blair said, grinning from ear to ear as he turned to leave the Employee Records office.
“You won’t forget to ask Rob, will you?”
Turning back, Blair clasped her hand. “I’ll go ask him right now. I know he’s been wanting to ask you out forever, he just wanted to make
sure you’d say yes.”
“Oh, I’ll say yes,” Tracy grinned.
“Bye,” Blair called, making a beeline for the Bursar’s office and Rob. He owed Tracy a big favor; she’d dug into the personnel files and let
him skim Jim’s information. It was a total breach of faith, but all was fair in love and war, and this was definitely love.
After making sure Rob would ask Tracy out, Blair headed for the cafeteria in search of something special. Again the fates were smiling
down on him as he carried his coveted prize back to his office. Now all he had to do was wait.
An unexpected meeting with another professor filled Blair’s afternoon, but his mind wasn’t completely in the meeting, and therefore he
didn’t argue when he was handed a major proposal for funding to write. Just shrugging it off, Blair headed back to his office with a big smile
on his face.
Around eight Blair made a fresh pot of coffee, using the special coffee his mother had sent, the one that had lured Jim in not so long ago,
and then he sat down to wait, working on the proposal. It took longer this time for Jim to come knocking on his door, and it took all Blair’s
willpower not to cheer out loud.
“Hey, Jim,” Blair said, smiling. “Want some coffee?”
Grinning at Blair’s obvious attempt to be coy, Jim played coy himself, saying, “Sure, if it’s not too much trouble.”
Since his announcement last night to his dad, Jim had given serious thought to what being gay would mean to him. His whole life was based
on a male hierarchical system where things like homosexuality and different ethnicities were frowned upon.   Admitting and accepting this
change in himself meant changing who he was completely. If the only thing Blair wanted was a sexual relationship, Jim didn’t think he’d be
willing to take that chance, but in order to find out, he had to take the first step.
Sipping his coffee, Jim didn’t see Blair approach with his surprise.
“Happy birthday, Jim,” Blair said, holding out a chocolate frosted cupcake with a small white candle perched on top.
“Chief,” Jim started, but his voice broke. When had another person been this thoughtful?
“Make a wish and blow out the candle,” Blair encouraged.
Closing his eyes, Jim made the wish closest to his heart. Opening his eyes, he locked them on Blair’s, trying to convey his happiness. He
cupped his hand around Blair’s, holding it steady so he could blow out the candle; his eyes never left Blair’s as the small flame went out, but
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the flame between them sparked to life, brighter than ever.
Pulling the candle out of the cupcake, Blair licked the frosting away, deliciously aware of Jim’s eyes following the movement of his tongue.
Setting aside the cleaned candle, Blair tried to extricate his hand from under the cupcake so Jim could eat it, but Jim’s hand gripped him
firmer.
“Want a bite, Chief?” Jim offered.
Smiling slowly, Blair nodded.
Jim took the cupcake in his other hand, reluctantly letting Blair’s hand go. He pulled the paper back from the edge and held it up to Blair’s
mouth. Blair opened his mouth, trying to take a small bite, but Jim rubbed the frosted edge against Blair’s upper lip, spreading the frosting
across it before allowing Blair to bite the moist cake. Using the pad of his thumb, Jim wiped the frosting from Blair’s lip, and then raised it to
his own mouth, sucking the chocolate off, Blair’s eyes big as he watched.
They stood, eyes locked, weighing the situation for a while. Finally, Jim broke the gaze, bringing the cupcake up to his mouth, taking a big
bite, and then offered the last bite to Blair, who took it with a smile.   Grinning like idiots at each other, they reached for their coffee mugs to
wash the treat down.
Sitting down, Jim said, “Thanks. It was a nice surprise.”
“There’s more,” Blair said, setting his mug back down.   “I noticed that you have hole in your ear, but you don’t wear an earring, so,” Blair
unhooked the hoop with the aquamarine bead and pulled it out of his ear, “this is for you.”
“No, I couldn’t...” Jim protested.
Shaking his head, Blair wouldn’t take no for an answer. “You can’t refuse a gift, Jim.   And it’s your birthstone.”
Stepping between Jim’s legs, Blair leaned close, easing the earring in the seldom used hole, closing it firmly.
Pulling back, Blair left his hand on Jim’s shoulder, saying softly, “Aquamarine’s promote clarity of mind.”
“Thank you, Blair,” Jim said, eyes shining.
“You’re welcome, Jim.”
They shared another cup of coffee before Jim had to return to his work, but it was like old times, and they both left work that night smiling.
***
Blair came home whistling. Dropping his backpack and the mail on the table, he headed for the stereo, needing some music to match his
mood; he chose one of Bonnie Raitt’s newer CDs.
Coming back to the table, Blair looked through his mail. Just some bills and a postcard from an old friend who was on an expedition in Chile.
He saw the answering machine light blinking, so he hit it as he went to the fridge for a beer.
“Dr. Sandburg, this is Bruce. The part for your car came in, so if you could give me a call at 555-2090. I’m here until 6 o’clock.”
It was well after six, but Blair made a note of the phone number so he could call tomorrow. His car was running better, but once the new
part was in, it would be purring like a kitten.
“Hi Blair, it’s Tracy. I just got home from my date with Rob. Thank you so much!”
Score one for matchmaker Sandburg.
Blair settled at the table, working on his proposal until his eyes burned from the strain. He checked to make sure the door was locked and
then went up to bed.   Once in bed, he was unable to sleep even though he was tired. He knew it was the excitement of the day clinging to
him; it had been a great day, and he couldn’t wait to wake up and find out what the next would bring.
Reaching under his bed, Blair slid a box out.   Inside was his most treasured possession, _The Sentinels of Paraguay_ by Sir Richard Burton.
It had been the basis of most of his studies while a graduate student. He’d always hoped to find a real Sentinel, but instead had based his
dissertation on case studies of people with one or two heightened senses.
He carefully lifted the book out of its box, and began reading it again, even though he had memorized much of the text.   Eventually, he fell
asleep, the book pulled tight to his chest, comforting.
***
The Panteras were partying when Slick pulled up in front of the clubhouse. He greeted several members standing outside, as he made his
way inside. The air reeked of pot and cigarette smoke, beer and heavier alcohol. It was a full service party, Slick noted, seeing many familiar
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whores working the members.
Grabbing a beer, Slick slipped out the back door.   The party hadn’t spilled to the back yet, and Slick hoped it wouldn’t for a while. It was a
mild night and the sky was clear. Sitting on the back steps, he sipped his beer and thought about the day, unconsciously stroking his new
earring.
Blair had looked so cute with chocolate frosting smeared across his top lip, and the impulse to lick it away had been strong, but as calm as
he’d appeared on the outside, Slick had still been worried about what a relationship with a man would be like. How would they fit together?
Mind absorbed with the mental images, Slick didn’t hear the approach of his initiate.
“Slick, my man!” Brando called to him, slapping him on the back. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
“Tell you?”
“That it was your birthday. Here.” Brando handed him a nickel bag. “Smoke it in good health.”
“Thanks.”
“You coming back in?” Brando asked, hand on the door.
“Yeah, I’ll be in soon.”
“Cool.”
Examining the baggie, Slick tried to remember the last time he’d rolled a joint, but the best he could come up with was sometime before
spring break. ‘Interesting,’ Slick observed. He’d been using pot to dull his senses ever since the week his bike had broken on an old logging
road he’d thought was a short cut. He’d tried to walk out, but had twisted his ankle and was forced to camp out and make due with the few
provisions he had with him. His rescue had come five days later and ever since then, his senses had been virtually uncontrollable. He’d tried
pot and found that it dulled his senses, making it possible for him to continue to function.
Opening the baggie, he dumped the weed out, scattering it in the bushes next to the stairs. He didn’t need it any longer, but couldn’t figure
out why.
A yell from inside drew his attention. He finished his beer and headed inside. He had obligations.
***
Week #6-Thursday
Hanging up the phone, Blair sighed heavily. He had just gotten off the phone with Bruce about his ‘Vair; they had been extremely busy and
hadn’t completed the additional repairs on his car. Blair was happy that Bruce and the other mechanics at his shop were diligent, but it left
him with no ride home, other than the bus. ‘I’ve done it before,’ Blair consoled himself, although he really hated riding the bus.
A gentle tap alerted him to Jim’s presence.
“Hey, Chief, something wrong?” He’d heard Blair’s heart beat speed up and come looking.
Quirking his eyebrows, Blair wondered how Jim had known.
“Nah, not really,” Blair said, lifting a pile of papers from one corner of his desk to the other. “I just gotta get out of here soon.”
“Oh?” Jim asked, not quite able to hide his disappointed look.
Smiling, Blair saw Jim’s look and heard the real question in the small word.
“Actually, I have to catch the bus, and the last express is at seven, otherwise I have to take the cross town and I have to transfer and it takes
an extra hour and—”
“Breathe, Chief!”
Laughing, Blair took an exaggerated deep breath.
“How about I give you a ride home?” Jim offered.
“What?”
“If you can wait until my shift is over, anyway.”
“You and me on the bike?”
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Studying Blair, Jim answered, “Yeah, unless that’s a problem.”
“N-no, that’s not a problem,” Blair said, his thoughts already on riding behind Jim on the Harley.
Jim could smell the desire coursing off Blair and wondered why he’d never noticed it before, but then maybe he’d been too drugged up to
notice. Or maybe he just hadn’t wanted to notice, but he was noticing now. His body was reacting like Blair’s desire was a great body of
water and he was a thirsty man; he was soaking it up, his cock growing harder with each swallow.
He could barely hear his own heartbeat over the thrumming of Blair’s heart, and unconsciously, Jim felt his heart change its rhythm to match
until their hearts were beating in sync. Blair’s eyes, those deep dark pools of blue longing were drowning him, beckoning him closer; and he
wanted to go, he had never wanted anything more in his entire life than to step closer, to feel the rapid heartbeat at the base of Blair’s throat,
to further intoxicate himself in Blair’s every essence. He’d used his senses—sight, smell, hearing, to identify and caress Blair, and for the
first time, Jim ached to touch and, heaven help him, taste.
They could have stood there for an hour, eyes locked, communicating on an unconscious level, but in reality, it was probably only a few
minutes.
Finally recovering himself, Jim took a step back and Blair cleared his throat.
“Should I—”
“I should—” They spoke at the same time.
Smiling, Jim continued, “I should get back to work so we can get out of here early. I’ll come get you when I’m done, okay?”
“Okay,” Blair answered, watching Jim leave.
He turned back to his paper work but was unable to concentrate, his thoughts on the upcoming ride on Jim’s Harley.
It was less than three hours later when Jim let himself into Blair’s office. He’d cut a few corners but he didn’t want to make Blair wait until
eleven to go home.
“Ready, Chief?”
Looking up, Blair smiled. “Ready.”
Zipping up his backpack, Blair stood, slipped his jacket on and threw the pack over his shoulder. Jim hit the lights and closed the door,
waiting for Blair to lock it behind them. They took the stairs down, their footsteps echoing in the empty stairwell.
“Where do you live?” Jim asked his voice breaking the silence.
“Prospect Place, 852, near Colette’s Bakery.”
Jim nodded, knowing the area Blair was talking about.
At the bike, Jim turned and asked, “You ever ridden one before?”
“Not in a long time.”
“Just like riding a bicycle,” Jim said, swinging his leg over.
“Except this’ll hurt a lot worse if I fall off,” Blair mused.
“Just hold on tight and that won’t happen,” Jim advised, turning the key. Pushing the clutch, he kick started the bike.
Sliding his backpack over his other arm, Blair put his hand on Jim’s shoulder and threw his leg over the bike. Wrapping both arms around
Jim’s chest, Blair slid infinitely closer. He thought he felt Jim tremble, but it might have been the bike, and then they were moving.
Jim handled the bike like a lover, knowing all of her tricks and teases. He pushed her to the limit, enjoying the feel of Blair pressed firmly
against him.   Loose tendrils of Blair’s hair whipped around, caressing the skin above Jim's leather jacket, teasing him with a light herbal
scent. He felt himself grow hard again, Blair’s nearness a powerful aphrodisiac.   Shifting his hips back, Jim felt an answering hardness,
launching thousands of butterflies in the pit of his stomach.  
He wished their ride together could go on forever, but too soon they neared the old business district and he slowed. Blair lifted one hand
from Jim’s chest and pointed in the general direction of Colette’s, and Jim saw Blair’s street number painted above the doorway.
Stopping, Jim stretched out his long legs, balancing the bike. He turned if off unhurriedly, drawing out the delightful pressure of Blair, hard,
against his back. They sat like that for a long second, and then, regrettably, Blair threw his leg over the seat, his hand grasping Jim’s shoulder
for support.
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Standing on the curb, hand still on Jim’s shoulder, Blair smiled crookedly and said, “Thanks.”
The word breezed across Jim’s face, caressing him, drawing him in like a bee after pollen. Undeniable.
Leaning towards Blair, Jim’s eyes asked with their hopefulness, and Blair’s answered with their willingness. And then both closed their eyes
and leaned in.
It was just the briefest touch of lips, a marriage of breaths and a soft sigh in parting. It rocked them to their core, igniting more possibilities
than either had ever contemplated before. It was addictive and addicting, and they couldn’t resist an encore.
This time they lingered, pressing harder, opening their lips as they opened their hearts. Somehow Jim’s hand found it’s way to Blair’s face,
his thumb caressing a silken eyebrow, and then they parted.
Huge smiles graced their faces, smiles that were from the heart, light and joyous.
“So, can I give you a ride?” Jim asked. “I mean, tomorrow. To school.”
Blair laughed at the innuendo, then answered, “Nah, you don’t have to. I can catch the express at seven.”
“But you don’t have classes until eleven.”
“How did you...” Blair said, letting his words trail off. “I can always do some extra work.”
Shrugging, Jim said, “You should get inside.”
Blair looked back at his building, saying, “Yeah, I guess.” He turned back to Jim, smiling.   “Thanks for everything.”
“My pleasure.”
Their grins widened.
“Mine, too,” Blair agreed. He took a step back, watching Jim start the bike up.
Waiting until Blair had entered the vestibule, Jim slowly drove home.
***
Blair swung his front door open, grinning from ear to ear. ‘Jim kissed me,’ sing-songed through his head. He couldn’t believe it had actually
happened, he’d hoped and wished, but he’d never actually expected it to happen.   Delight tickled his insides, making him giggle. Slapping
his hand over his lips, he tried to stifle the giggle, but it grew worse, he was so joyously happy. Throwing his head back, Blair gave in to the
urge and laughed loudly.
“WOO-HOO!!” he yelled to the ceiling.
He sat for a long time, relishing the feelings inside him. Countless thoughts raced through his mind, wondering about their future and what
tomorrow would bring.   He contemplated kissing Jim again, kissing him for a day, touching him.
His cock had taken an interest the moment he’d slipped onto the back of the bike and it hadn’t waned a bit. Thinking of Jim had only piqued
its interests, driving his arousal higher until he could stand it no longer.
Stripping as he headed for the shower, Blair hummed softly to himself. He turned on the water, adjusted the temperature and got in.
Squirting a healthy dollop of liquid soap into his hand, he worked up a good lather, soaping himself all over. His slick hands slid down his
neck, over his peaked nipples, followed the line of hair down to dip into his belly button. He soaped his pubic hair, not touching his cock yet,
teasing himself. Lifting his foot to the rim of the tub, Blair’s hands slid lower, soaping the dark crevice, his fingers pressing teasingly against
his hole. His hands were promising delights his body ached to receive. Saving his cock for last, Blair cleaned it quickly, already too close to
the edge to tease any longer.
Stepping out of the shower, he dried himself swiftly, thoughts of what he was going to do, making his hands shake in anticipation.   He
grabbed a half empty tube of lube from the medicine cabinet and headed upstairs.
***
Miles away, Slick made his excuses to his friends, claiming tiredness, and climbed the stairs to his bedroom two at a time.   Shrugging out of
his jacket, he tossed it on the table. Slick carefully sat in a chair, mindful of the erection that hadn’t abated since feeling Blair behind him on
the hog; he needed some relief.
Slick pulled off his boots, then stood to pull his tee-shirt off over his head. Unbuttoning his pants, he left them hanging precariously on his
hips as he slowly stroked his freed cock. ‘Blair kissed me,’ the thought rang through his lust hazed brain, and his cock showed its
appreciation, pre-cum drooling out the slit.
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Releasing his aching erection, Slick pushed his jeans the rest of the way down, stepping out of them as he sat back onto the bed.   Lying
back against the headboard, he slowly let his hands trail down his chest, lightly skimming the sensitive surface.
***
Lying on his back, Blair teased his nipples, pinching lightly and pulling the nubs.
Wetting his finger, Slick circled one nipple while ghosting his other fingers down his torso.
Both of Blair’s hands carded through the hair on his chest, his fingers stroking his skin, edging further down with each pass.
Arching his back, Slick grasped his cock, stroking up and down ever so slowly.
Blair’s hands slid down his thighs, coming back up to cup his heavy balls with one hand, while the fingers of the other hand circled the head
of his cock, thumb spreading the pre-cum.
Pulling his balls away from his body, Slick released them, his hand sliding down to that wonderfully sensitive place below the sac.
Blair pressed his fingers firmly against his perineum, a low moan breaking the silence.
Slick stroked his cock, fingers sliding further down, circling his hole.
Squeezing some lube onto his fingers, Blair eased a finger inside, spreading the slickness.
Clenching his cock tighter, orgasm so close, Slick pushed his fingers further inside himself, enjoying the tremors racking his body.
Fucking himself with his fingers, hand pumping his cock to the same rhythm, Blair felt the orgasm approaching with blinding speed.
Body tensed, hanging precariously on the edge, Slick thought about Blair.
Kissing Jim.
Kissing Blair.
And Blair was coming, hot spurts streaking across his chest, moaning Jim’s name.





Blair got up earlier than usual, knowing he had to catch the bus at seven. He showered quickly, washing away the remains of his explosive
fantasy about Jim the night before. His cock showed its interest in reliving the fantasy, but Blair didn’t have time, so he filed away the image
and got ready to leave.
Locking the door behind him, Blair slipped his keys in his pocket and hefted his backpack over his shoulder. He took the stairs down, too
energized to wait for the elevator. Opening the door to the street, Blair stopped cold. Jim was in exactly the same place as Blair had seen
him last night, straddling the bike, smiling.
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“Need a ride?”
Blair had to swallow twice before he had enough spit to answer. Jim was dressed in head to toe leather. His familiar leather jacket and
gloves, but Jim had added black leather chaps. The only patch of color was where the chaps ended at Jim’s crotch, revealing faded jeans that
clung to his defined package.
‘Oh, yeah, I want a ride,’ Blair thought to himself, licking his lips.
As if able to read Blair’s mind, Jim shifted, giving him a better view.
Smiling, Blair stepped closer. He studied Jim’s face, visually caressing his features, lingering on his lips. Blair wanted to kiss Jim again, but
he wasn’t sure how he would feel about it in broad daylight. Taking the choice out of Blair’s hands, Jim reached out, grabbing Blair’s hand
and drawing him closer.
“Good morning,” Jim said, and then pressed his soft lips to Blair’s.
Jim’s tongue peaked out for a taste, delicately licking at the seam of Blair’s lips, begging for permission. Moaning, Blair opened to the tender
teasing. Their tongues touched, mated, circled and withdrew.  
Holding on to Jim’s arm for support, Blair said, “Wow!”
Grinning, Jim asked again, “So, need a ride this morning, Chief?”
“Yeah,” Blair said, climbing on the bike like it was his every day routine.
The ride to the university was short, but by the time they got there, Blair had made a decision. He waited until Jim had parked, silencing the
Harley, and they had both gotten off.
“What do you think about playing hooky today?”
Jim cocked his head, asking, “Do you think that’s a good idea, professor?”
Pretending to weigh the options, Blair said, “Teaching all day or playing around, hmm, which would I rather do?”
He couldn’t help it, Jim laughed. “So, what are we gonna do today?”
Blair left Jim at the bike, rushing up to his office, hastily scribbling a note for the department secretary notifying her of his absence and then
he headed up to the classroom he normally taught in, taping a ‘Class Cancelled’ notice on the door. He was back to Jim in less than ten
minutes.
Deciding to grab some breakfast and talk about the rest of the day, they picked a small diner near the university. Over breakfast, Jim learned
that Blair didn’t eat pork products and that he preferred fruit topping on his pancakes rather than syrup. Blair learned that Jim liked his eggs
scrambled and his hash browns crispy.   When the bill came, they each insisted on paying, but the waitress came to their rescue, splitting the
bill.   She got a thirty percent tip.
They climbed back on Jim’s bike and headed over to the garage to check on Blair’s car. Bruce promised to have the car ready for pick up by
closing, and when Jim asked, Bruce agreed to drop the car off at Blair’s loft. Blair paid his bill, and they were off again.
Jim drove with no destination in mind, just enjoying the feel of Blair holding on to him. Eventually, Jim turned into a quiet park that was
virtually deserted in the morning hours. He parked near a picnic table, and they climbed off. They walked and talked, sharing pieces of the
their pasts. Near lunch time, the park started getting crowded, so they headed out.
Jim hadn’t been to a movie in years and had no idea what was playing, but Blair insisted, and confronted with that doe-eyed look, Jim was
helpless to say no. They bought popcorn and nachos and candy and huge sodas; they acted like teenagers, desperately in love, enjoying just
being together. While the movie was a predictable shoot ‘em up, somewhere during the middle, munchies shoved aside, they held hands, and
neither could have told how the movie ended.
It was late afternoon when the movie let out, and after a quick stop in the restrooms, Jim’s attention was drawn to the small arcade attached
to the theater. They raced boats against each other, playing several times, both winning and losing.   Finally, worn out, they left the theater.
Jim drove them back towards Blair’s loft along the riverfront. They stopped at an outdoor market and walked around, looking at all the
kiosks and food for sale. Blair turned to him then, asking if Jim would like to have dinner at his place and Jim agreed, wanting that more than
he could even say. Blair made a few purchases for dinner, and then they headed to the loft.
Blair’s car was already parked out front, and an envelope had been slipped into his mailbox along with the keys. Jim helped Blair juggle the
bags and the mail as he unlocked the front door.
“Welcome to Casa de Blair.”
Setting the bags on the counter, Jim looked around.   The loft was pretty much how Blair had described it, colorful, cluttered, homey. Very
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Blair.
“Can I help?” Jim asked, seeing Blair putting way the purchases.
“Nope, I’ve got it,” Blair said. “Can I get you a beer?”
“Nah, I’m good.”
Jim ambled around the living room, looking at the various pictures in frames, the books on Blair’s shelves, the CDs in his collection.   The
background noise of Blair working in the kitchen was comforting and soothing. Jim felt very comfortable.
“Pick some music,” Blair called.
Flipping on the stereo, Jim tuned it until he came across an oldies station and left it there.
“Mind if I get comfortable?” he asked Blair.
“Go ahead.”
Slipping off his leather jacket, Jim hung it on the back of a kitchen chair. Then, he unbuckled and unzipped his chaps, sliding them down his
long legs.   Looking up, he saw Blair staring at him, his hand paused in midair. Jim smiled, enjoying the feel of Blair’s eyes on him.
“So, what’s for dinner?”
“Huh?” Blair asked, swallowing. “What? Oh, spinach lasagna. That okay?”
“Sure, sounds good.”
Jim sat on one of the bar stools, watching Blair cook.   He offered to help again when Blair took out the makings for a salad, but Blair
declined again, wanting to cook the whole meal himself. Blair did offer Jim a bottle of wine to open while he added garlic bread to the oven,
and then Jim set the table for them. Eventually, everything was ready and they were sitting down to eat.
“Looks really great, Chief. Thank you.”
“You’re very welcome. I hope you like it.”
Knowing that Blair could have offered him plain rice and he would have enjoyed it, Jim dug into the delicious home cooked dinner, relishing
every bite because it was made with tender loving care.
They did the dishes together, Blair washing while Jim dried. It was relaxed and peaceful, and neither man could remember a time they’d
ever had so much fun having dinner with someone.
Taking their wine glasses to the couch, Blair lit some candles before settling back beside Jim, their hands joining.
“You know,” Blair said, gesturing to Jim’s leather wear, “you never told me your biker name. I mean, you have one, right?”
Smiling, Jim stroked his moustache, answering, “Slick.”
“Slick, as in...”
Jim cleared his throat. “When I first started hanging around with the Panteras, they said I was really ‘slick’ with the ladies. It stuck.”
“Oh.”
“But that was a long time ago,” Jim clarified, lifting Blair’s chin. “And it’s been at least three weeks since I’ve been with anybody.”
Blue eyes flashed up, surprised. “Really?” Jim nodded. “It’s been about that for me, too.”
Squeezing their hands together again, they scooted closer, letting the music surround them. Blair reached for his wine glass, but Jim lifted his
to Blair’s lips, watching him sip the red wine. They sat together, enjoying being together, not needing to say a word. And then Jim leaned
over and kissed Blair’s temple.
Turning his head, Blair kissed the side of Jim’s jaw, and kept kissing, moving slowly to those lips he’d dreamed about. Then they were
kissing, simple, chaste kisses at first, building in intensity with every taste. And then it wasn’t enough. Opening their mouths, shy, hesitant
tongues met across a plain of love and tenderness. They learned the contour and taste of each other’s mouths; they learned what each other
liked and strived to please.
And when that was no longer enough, they moved on.   Tongues and teeth sought out sensitive spots on their necks, and hands released so
they could feel as well.   Jim wrapped his hands in Blair’s tantalizing curls, letting their softness envelop him. Caressing Jim’s short hair,
Blair slid his fingers inside the neck of Jim’s tee-shirt, feeling the muscles move under his touch.
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One trembled or maybe both, and the candle sputtered out.
Jim sat up, realizing he’d been practically lying on top of Blair, their bodies fitting together so perfectly. Blair followed him up, lips puffy,
face flushed.   They’d been making out for over an hour.
Reaching for his wine glass, Jim found it empty.   Smiling, Blair handed Jim his half full one. Standing, Blair took the empty glass to the
kitchen and then detoured into the bathroom, relieving himself, although his half-hard dick wanted to come out and play. ‘Later,’ Blair
promised.
He returned to find Jim strapping on his chaps.
“It’s getting kinda late, Chief.”
“Yeah,” Blair said, disappointed.
Sliding the jacket over his shoulders, Jim moved to where Blair seemed to have taken root.
“Thank you for today,” Jim said, kissing Blair softly. “I had a great time.”
Smiling, Blair nodded. “Me, too.”
They linked hands, Jim walking towards the door, Blair following slowly.
Standing in the doorway, they kissed once again.   It was a kiss full of promise and passion and left no doubt in either’s mind how much they
were wanted.
With a final smile, Jim walked away, going back to Slick, but Blair knew Jim would be back.
***
Closing the door, Blair leaned against it, fingers unconsciously trailing over his kiss swollen lips. He felt like he could fly.
Grinning, he grabbed the cordless phone, dialing Naomi’s new number from memory.
“Hello?” she said.
“He kissed me,” Blair said with no preliminaries.
“Oh, Sweetie, that’s wonderful!”
“And we made out on the couch tonight,” Blair continued, the words pouring out of him.
“Tell me everything!”
They talked for a long time, laughing, hoping.   It was a great end to a fabulous day.
***
Easing his bike into its parking spot, Slick saw Brando and a couple of other members sitting on the front steps.
“Slick!” Brando yelled.
Deciding to socialize, he shook hands with a couple of them, accepting the beer that was offered.
“What’s going on, guys?” he asked, taking a long pull from the cold beer.
“Nada, man,” Brando answered.
They sat around, shooting the shit, talking bikes and the run to San Francisco. It was like usual times. Several other members came outside,
including Preacher.
And then a man came out of the convenience store across the street. He was very thin, fragile looking.
“Hey! It’s that fag,” one of the Panteras yelled, pointing.
Several members made other rude comments, from downright lewd to raunchy. The discussion about faggots continued for several minutes,
a couple of members talking about how fags should be killed; it was too much for Slick to take.   Dumping his beer bottle in the trash, he
went inside and up to his room.
He tried to relax, to let their hateful words go, but every time he closed his eyes, he pictured his friends standing over him, beating the hell
out of him for being a faggot. He got little sleep that night.




“Son of a...” The cry pierced the silence of Hargrove Hall.
Jim took off at a full run, knowing that voice like he knew his own. He could hear Blair’s heart pounding as he drew closer.
The office door slammed back against the wall, and Blair’s head whipped around, startled by the noise.
“What? What is it?” Jim asked, rushing to Blair’s side near a bookshelf.
“What what?” Blair asked, confused.
“What happened? Are you hurt?”
“Hurt? No.   Why?”
“I heard...” Jim stopped, afraid of revealing too much of his secret. “I thought I heard something.”
Squinting his eyes, Blair studied Jim. “You *did* hear me, didn’t you?”
“What? No,” Jim said, shaking his head. “I didn’t hear anything.”
Realizing Jim was clamming up, Blair went at him from a different angle. “Did I ever tell you what my doctorate thesis was about?”
Perplexed by the sudden change in conversation, Jim bit, shaking his head. “No.”
“It was about people with heightened senses.   Like hearing,” Blair said, his brain cycling up, remembering past experiences with Jim. “Like
smell. And touch.”
“And sight and taste,” Jim finished.
“Oh man, how did I miss it?” Blair asked. “Which senses, Jim?”
Shaking his head, Jim tried to deny his gifts as he always did.
“Tell me!” Blair demanded.
Sighing, Jim lowered his head, defeat in every muscle.   His secret would be revealed and Blair would think of him as a freak. ‘Freak,’ his
father’s voice echoed in his head.
“All of them.”
Blair’s hand covered his mouth, shock, amazement, disbelief and acceptance. His emotions ran across his features like a movie against a
screen.
“The music.” Jim nodded. “The coffee.” Another nod. “What else, Jim?”
“The roof.” Blair looked questioningly at him. “The suntan lotion, sweat, you.”
“Everything, Jim, tell me everything.”
Looking at Blair in astonishment, Jim could only smile.
“What?”
“Nothing, I just...” Impetuously, Jim pulled Blair into his arms, kissing him deeply.
Many Faces of Jim - Intro
118




They kissed again, slower this time. Jim sucked on Blair’s lower lip, then finally released him. Blair wobbled a bit and Jim kept his arms
safely around him.
Looking up into Jim’s fathomless blue eyes, Blair said, “And don’t think that kiss made me forget your senses. Tell me everything.”
They sat down then, right there on the floor by the bookshelves, and Jim talked, not leaving anything out. At one point, Blair grabbed a
notebook and took notes.   Even later, Jim made coffee and brought the mugs back to their spot on the floor. They talked for hours.
Jim didn’t finish his work that night, and neither did Blair.
***
It was especially late when Blair got home, but he was still too excited to sleep. His life’s dream, to find a Sentinel, and he’d found it in the
man he was falling in love with. It was incredible the way things worked out.
Upstairs, Blair pulled out the special box he stored the monograph in. He wanted Jim to see it, read it. He took it downstairs, setting it on the
table, then sat down himself, flipping open the book. Pulling his backpack over, Blair dug out the notes he’d made of Jim’s experiences.
Much later, he made a pot of tea, too interested in studying to notice the passing hours. Eventually, Blair fell asleep on the couch with a
smile on his face. His dreams were all coming true.
***
The clubhouse was quiet when Slick returned.   There were a couple of guys playing pool, but most had gone home or upstairs to sleep,
which suited him just fine.
Upstairs, Jim shrugged out of his clothes and fell into bed.
He still couldn’t believe Blair’s reaction to his senses. ‘What did Blair call me?   A Sentinel. Shit, I don’t know exactly what that means, but
it sure feels better than being called a freak.’
Laughing to himself, Slick contemplated calling his father at this ungodly hour to tell him he wasn’t a freak, but the more rational side of him
knew that it didn’t matter what it was called, William Ellison would still consider his son a freak of nature because he wasn’t normal, wasn’t
like everyone else. And then Blair’s words came back to him, ‘you’re special, man. A precious gem,’ and all thoughts of anything other than
Blair faded away.
The man he was falling in love with didn’t think he was a freak. Slick fell asleep thinking about Blair.
***
Week #7-Tuesday
Jim came into work early, making up for the time he missed the day before. At one point, he passed Blair in a crowded hallway. Blair had
been wrapped up in a conversation, but the smile he sent Jim’s way had been burning. It fueled Jim’s fire to finish his work early; he wanted
so much to hold Blair again, touch him, kiss him.
Around eight o’clock, Jim couldn’t stand it any longer and went to Blair’s office. Blair was grading essays when Jim opened the door, letting
himself in without knocking.
“Hey,” Blair said, looking up and smiling.
“Hey, yourself.”
Jim closed the distance between them, bracing his hands on the edge of Blair’s desk and leaning over. Their lips met in a soft kiss.
“Been wanting to do that all day,” Jim said, stepping back and sitting across from Blair.
Blair smiled. “Glad you gave in.”
Looking around, Jim asked, “You gonna be able to get out of here anytime soon?”
“Yeah, I could, “ Blair said, teasing, “if you make me the right kind of offer.”
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“Dinner?”
“Give me ten minutes to wrap this up, and I’m all yours.”
“Meet you at my bike?”
“Deal.”
Ten long minutes later they were standing at Jim’s bike trying to decide where to go for dinner.
“Why don’t we go back to my place and order in?” Blair offered.
Swallowing loudly, Jim could only nod in agreement.   He watched Blair walk to his car and start the ‘Vair up. ‘Sure sounds good,’ Jim
thought, about both the proposition of going to Blair’s and the car’s engine.
Jim sat at the kitchen table watching Blair dig though his junk drawer, looking for delivery menus.
“Ah-ha, here’s one for subs. Um, there’s always pizza, I guess.”
Laughing, Jim asked, “Don’t you like pizza, Chief?”
Looking over his shoulder at Jim, Blair answered, “Actually, I prefer mine. Less fat, better taste.”
“Another hidden talent?” Jim asked.
“I’ve got talents you haven’t—” Blair stopped, waving around a flyer. “Found it!   The best Chinese.”
Snagging the menu, Jim caught Blair in his arms as he spun around.
“Aren’t you hungry?” Blair whispered huskily.
“Starving.”
They had become masters at kissing one another, had quickly learned what the other liked best, what got them the hottest, and they used this
skill as a weapon. Holding each other, they let hands explore. Jim learned the contour of Blair’s back, the dip at his waist, the way Blair
shivered when Jim traced the line of his spine. Blair’s hands memorized the muscles of Jim’s shoulders, the way they bunched under his
hands.
Breaking off their kiss, Blair let his hands caress Jim’s sides, moving slowly up his chest, then ghosting over hardening nipples.
“Oh,” Jim moaned.
“Do you like that?” Blair whispered.
“Yes.”
Mindful of Jim’s sensitivity, Blair lightly pinched the nipples. Jim moaned again, louder, his hips thrusting against Blair’s body.
“Come here, baby,” Blair said, leading Jim to the couch.
Straddling Jim’s hips, Blair rained kisses across Jim’s forehead and eyelids, his tongue tasting alternately. He licked the rim of Jim’s ear,
nipping the lobe, then moved to the pierced one where the aquamarine still hung. He sucked briefly on the lobe, ring and all, while Jim’s hips
jumped, their erections brushing through two heavy layers of denim.  
“Oh, god,” Jim moaned.
Scooting further down Jim’s magnificent body, Blair grazed his teeth along Jim’s jaw, licking the Adam’s apple. He sucked for a moment on
Jim’s collar bone and then nipped it gently.
Blair’s hands trailed down Jim’s chest, slowly pulling the tee-shirt out of the his jeans. He pushed the shirt up, until Jim sat up and pulled it
off over his head, tossing it away. Fingers tickling their way back up Jim’s chest, they stopped to torment the hard nipples. Leaning over,
Blair licked one nipple.
“Please...”
“Please what?” Blair asked, teasing as he licked the other bud.
“Touch me.”
“You want me to touch your cock, Jim? You want me to suck you?”
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“Yes,” Jim moaned pitifully, tossing his head back.
Sitting up, Blair commanded, “Look at me, Jim.”   Waiting until he had Jim’s total attention, then Blair continued, “Anything you want.
Anything.”
Lowering his head back to Jim’s chest, Blair licked each nipple again before moving further down. Sliding off Jim’s legs, Blair knelt between
Jim’s outspread knees, his tongue painting a path across the muscled abs, loving Jim’s bare skin with his mouth.
Fingers resting on the belt buckle, Blair looked up into Jim’s eyes.
“Touch me, suck me, anything, Blair.”
He made quick work of the belt, unbuttoning and unzipping Jim’s jeans. Jim lifted his hips to help Blair ease the jeans down some, freeing
his aching erection.   Blair fisted the impressive cock, stroking it slowly, watching Jim’s expressive face.
“I’m gonna suck your cock, Jim. I’m gonna make you come.”
Jim thrust up into Blair’s hand, effectively fucking himself in Blair’s fist, until Blair released Jim’s iron hard cock.
“Blair...”
“Hold on.”
Jim gripped the back of the couch just as Blair lowered his head, opened his mouth and consumed Jim’s cock. Jim’s flavor exploded all
across Blair’s tongue.
Blair used his hands to hold Jim’s hips down, as he tried to swallow the thick cock. Easing off, Blair nursed the head, releasing one hip so he
could wrap his hand around the base of Jim’s cock. Blair licked at the slit, tasting the pre-cum. He flicked his tongue against the back of the
head, watching Jim’s whole body shake as he neared completion.
Letting go of Jim’s other hip, Blair cradled Jim’s balls, a single finger rubbing against the smooth, sensitive spot behind Jim’s balls, while he
stroked and sucked. Jim’s orgasm struck like lightening, blinding and fierce. His whole body trembled as Blair manipulated him like a
master.
Slowing his movements, Blair let Jim’s cock fall out of his mouth, still half-hard. He lay his head on Jim’s thigh, trying not to think of how
Jim looked at his moment of completion, face contorted in pleasure-pain, and how he looked now, replete in his afterglow.
Shaking his head, trying to clear the cobwebs, Jim grabbed Blair under his arms and pulled him up onto Jim’s lap, mindful of his sensitive
cock still hanging out.
“Can I touch you?” Jim asked shyly.
Instead of answering, Blair relaxed in Jim’s arms, letting his legs drop apart, his chinos tented. Jim stroked over the material, feeling Blair’s
heat and hardness.   Nimbly, Jim unbuttoned and unzipped Blair’s pants, snaking his hand inside, caressing Blair over the thin material of his
boxers.
The heat was consuming, making Jim’s cock throb with renewed desire. Touching Blair was addictive, and Jim was like a junky needing
another, a bigger dose of pure Blair.
Watching Blair’s face, Jim eased his hand into the boxers.
“Yes!” Blair groaned, turning his head into Jim’s neck, kissing him.
Many Faces of Jim - Intro
121
Having never touched another man’s cock, Jim wasn’t exactly sure what to do, but he’d practiced plenty with his own, so he slowly stroked
the silky hot organ. Blair’s hips jittered recklessly, needing a firmer touch and his own release.   Gripping Blair’s cock harder, Jim stroked
him with purpose, with the aching need to see Blair come, to make Blair come.
Moaning uncontrollably against Jim’s neck, Blair rode the crest of his orgasm, barely remembering not to scream so near Jim’s ear.   Then he
shattered, coming as waves of pleasure racked his body. Jim clutched his limp body to his chest and eased his hand out from inside the
sticky boxers. Come clung to his hand, and he raised it to his mouth to taste; he was compelled to taste. Blair’s come was bitter but not
nasty, certainly something Jim decided that he could get used to tasting, already contemplating their next encounter.
Blair shuddered in his arms, and Jim looked down, nearly drowning in the emotion in his sapphire blue eyes. It was right on the tip of Blair’s
tongue to declare his love, but he held back, deciding it wasn’t the time yet. Instead, he cuddled closer against Jim, soaking up his heat.
Some time later, Blair trembled in Jim’s arms, for cold unfortunately, instead of pleasure, and Jim was forced to release him.   They both
stood, buckling up their pants, fixing their clothes, a touch of awkwardness between them.
Jim turned to Blair, cupping his face in both hands.
“Thank you, Blair,” Jim said. “I...this....” He couldn’t find words to express his feelings.
“It’s okay, Jim. I understand.”
Smiling, Jim softly kissed Blair, that gentle, lingering, meaningful kind of kiss.
Blair walked Jim to the door, holding his hand.
“See ya tomorrow,” Jim said, kissing Blair once more.
“Goodnight.”
Jim waited until Blair closed the door and he heard it lock behind him, before he headed downstairs and back to Seattle.
***
After locking the door, Blair went to the bathroom to clean himself up. He caught sight of his smiling reflection in the mirror and almost
pinched himself to make sure that tonight hadn’t been a dream, but just in case it was, he decided to fantasize a little longer.
He let the water warm up before soaking the washcloth.   Swiping the damp cloth across his groin and belly, his cock hardened as he thought
about Jim touching him so intimately. It had been an incredible night.
Turning out the bathroom lights, Blair headed upstairs to bed. He lay down under the heavy covers, still thinking about Jim. There was an
unspoken agreement to take things slow, between them, and as much as Blair wished he’d asked Jim to stay, he knew that it was still too
early in their relationship for that kind of step.
The phone rang softly beside him on the bedside table.   Thinking it might be Jim calling, Blair grabbed it quickly.
“Hello?”
“Blair baby!”
Sighing, Blair said, “What do you want, Chad?”
“What do you think I want?” His voice was slurred, Blair knew from the vodka he preferred to drink.
“I’m not coming to pick you up,” Blair said, firmly.
“Aw, come on. Don’t be like that.”
“Chad, I’m seeing someone.”
“So? That mean you can’t fuck me?”
“That’s exactly what it means,” Blair said.   “Get a cab, Chad. The Blair shuttle-and-fuck service is out of business.”
“Fine!” Chad spit into the phone. “But I’ll still be here long after he dumps your ass.”
Blair slammed the phone down.
Taking a deep breath, he tried to let it go.   ‘He’s just pissed that his fuck buddy doesn’t want him. He doesn’t have any idea what Jim and I
have.’
Yet, even as sure as Blair wanted to be, he wished he knew exactly what Jim felt for him. His dreams were haunted by intermingled images
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of Jim transmuting into Chad and then back again. It was a long night.
***
Slick’s mind certainly wasn’t on driving as he headed back to Seattle. He could still smell Blair on his hand, and if he tried hard enough, he
could pick up a residual hint of Blair’s semen on his lips.
He wasn’t ready to go back to the hangout, so he drove to the diner instead. Sitting in his customary corner booth, he ordered a Country
Fried Steak with mashed potatoes, remembering again why they had never gotten around to eating dinner.   Shifting to spread his legs, Slick
rubbed his hand across his lips, tasting again Blair’s flavor, his cock growing hard within the confines of his tight denim. He though about
Blair going down on him and wished he’d had enough nerve to reciprocate, but his inexperience had made him hold back.   ‘Next time,’ he
promised himself, ‘next time I will.’
The waitress brought his food, and he dug in, starving, wondering if Blair had remembered to eat anything. ‘Well, besides me.’
He choked on a mouthful of mashed potatoes and had to grab his water glass, swallowing several times to clear his throat.   Deciding that
thinking about Blair probably wasn’t conducive to his health at this point, Slick concentrated on his dinner, but his eyes still twinkled in
amusement. He was a happy man.
***
Week-#7-Wednesday
“Don’t forget, I want your term paper ideas in my hands by next Wednesday,” Blair called to the class of mostly sophomores as they hurried
out of his two o’clock class.
Packing up his texts, he didn’t hear Jim’s approach.
“Hey, Chief,” Jim said softly.
Looking up, Blair smiled widely. “Hi.”
“Can I walk you back to your office?” Jim asked.
“Sure.”
Blair mentally kicked himself and his one word answers, but Jim had never come into his classes before. And Jim offering to walk him back
to his office very nearly made Blair melt into a puddle at Jim’s feet.
They walked side by side, not touching, looking more like two people heading in the same direction rather than two men walking together,
but soon they were in Blair’s office, behind a closed door.
Blair dropped his backpack on the floor and was immediately pulled into Jim’s arms. Their lips met with a burning intensity, tongues dueling
while their hands caressed any skin it could find, the small of Blair’s back under his polo shirt, the nape of Jim’s neck. Breaking for air, they
pulled away, eyes locked. Looking around, they laughed nervously. It would be so easy to lose themselves in the moment, but Jim was a
man with a purpose.
“You have any plans for tonight?” he asked.
“No.” Blair was back to one word answers.
“Would you go out with me?”
“Yes.”
“Yeah?” Jim said, pleased. “Should I pick you up at the loft?”
“Oh. Um, yeah,” Blair answered. “Where’re we going, anyway?”
“To meet a friend.”
“Okay.”
Jim started to leave, but then turned back, reaching into the pocket of his uniform pants.
“I, um, I got this for you,” Jim said, holding out a small red rose bud with a trembling hand.
It was a barely opened bud, new, fragile, like Jim’s love, and he was offering it to Blair, who accepted the gift and the feelings that went
along with it.
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“Thank you, Jim.”
“I just, it made me think of you.”
They smiled at each other, and then Blair stretched up and kissed Jim softly on the lips, stroking the rose bud against Jim’s cheek.
Parting, Jim asked again, “Seven at the loft?”
Blair nodded, not trusting himself to speak just yet.
Seeing the nod, Jim left, closing the door behind him.
***
Blair was nervous about meeting Jim’s friend. He was pretty sure it wasn’t a biker friend, but that thought only made him more nervous.
He’d deliberated over what to wear for the last hour, changing his mind half a dozen times before deciding on a simple faded blue button
down and black jeans.
Jim knocked on his door promptly at seven.   Opening the door, Blair was surprised to see him in a button down shirt instead of his usual
tee-shirt, but he didn’t say anything. Grabbing his jacket, they headed downstairs.
By unspoken agreement, they mounted Jim’s bike and set off for their destination. Completely comfortable, Blair simply held on, enjoying
the ride. He noticed they were heading into the suburbs and his nervousness faded some. Pulling into a driveway, Blair saw a little boy
standing on the front steps, watching them.
After Jim turned the bike off, Blair heard the little boy shout.
“He’s here! With some man.”
Both Jim and Blair blushed.
Daryl ran over after they dismounted the bike.   “Hi Uncle Jim!”
“Hey Squirt,” Jim greeted him.
“Can I have a ride tonight?” Daryl asked.
“You know the answer to that.”
“Who’s he?” Daryl asked, pointing at Blair.
“Squirt, this is Blair. Blair, this is Squirt.”
“That’s not my name,” he said, turning to Blair offering his little hand. “I’m Daryl James Banks!”
“Nice to meet you, Daryl James Banks,” Blair said, shaking the outstretched hand. “I’m Blair Sandburg.”
“Don’t you got no middle name?”
“It’s ‘don’t you have a middle name’, young man,” a deep voice called from inside the front door.
Blair’s eyes widened as he watched Jim’s friend come out the door. The man was huge. And Blair though Jim was big.  
The man stepped closer and Blair had to look up to keep eye contact.
“Simon Banks,” he stretched out his hand, mimicking his son’s earlier action, and Blair saw where the little boy had learned such good
manners. They shook hands.
“Blair Sandburg.”
Simon gestured for them to go into the house, Daryl leading the way.
“Dad’s making hamburgers tonight. He makes really good hamburgers,” Daryl assured Blair.
They ate dinner on the back porch, laughing and telling stories. Daryl, like some children, never forgot his unanswered question about
Blair’s middle name, and amidst a chorus of promises, he revealed that his middle name was actually Moonbeam. Jim and Simon laughed,
Jim nearly falling off the bench seat, while Daryl just looked at him, not understanding.
Eventually, they cleared the table. Jim and Blair doing the dishes and putting away the leftovers while Simon took a business call and Daryl
took his bath. Afterwards, Daryl sat between Jim and Blair on the couch while they watched a special about cheetahs, and when it was time
for bed, he hugged all three men before he went upstairs.
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They sat around talking for a while longer, but it was getting late, and they all had to work the next day. Simon invited them back, the
invitation open ended, and Blair found himself looking forward to returning.
Jim drove them home slowly, not wanting this perfect night to end. He wished they could just keep driving forever, but eventually they
pulled up in front of Blair’s building. Turning off the Harley, they sat there, Blair’s arms still wrapped around Jim’s waist.
“Come up,” Blair mumbled into Jim’s back.
“I shouldn’t,” Jim sighed.
“Why not?”
“Because I want to, so much,” Jim admitted, naked emotion in his confession.
Blair shifted off the bike, straddling Jim’s outstretched leg, rubbing his erection against Jim’s thigh.
“I want that, too.”
Cupping Blair’s lightly stubbled cheek, Jim pulled Blair into a gentle kiss, then whispered, “Not yet. Okay?”
Looking deep into Jim’s eyes, Blair saw the longing, but also the shy man he cared for so much.
“Okay.”
Kissing Jim one last time, Blair stepped away, and then turned to go inside, knowing Jim wouldn’t drive away until he was safely home.
Blair waved from inside the vestibule and then watched Jim drive away.
***
Blair was practically vibrating, he was so happy.   Meeting Jim’s best friend and seeing the way they interacted had been incredible. The
tender way Jim hugged Daryl goodnight. The way he and Simon had laughed so heartily at Blair’s middle name. It was the first time Blair
had ever seen Jim so relaxed and open. Even for all their closeness, there was a familiarity between Jim and Simon that made Blair a little
jealous. He knew Jim wasn’t romantically interested in Simon, but they shared a past history that Blair and Jim didn’t. But they were well on
their way to starting a future together. At least, Blair hoped Jim felt the same way.
Jim had never said anything to lead Blair to that conclusion, but every time they kissed, touched, there was so much more there than lust and
desire. There was a connection, a meeting of two kindred souls. The fact that they came from two different worlds didn’t matter, and even
though there might be hard times ahead, Blair knew that no matter how hard the road, he’d stand beside Jim.
***
Slick got back to the hangout while Preacher was discussing the actions of a new patch holder. The kid, Dingo, had been disrespectful to
another patch holder’s old lady, and there was discussion about what action should be taken. Most members felt that Dingo should make
amends and be warned. They finally voted on that option, and the meeting broke up.
Following Smokey and Shooter out back, Slick wondered what would happen to him if the Panteras ever found out about his relationship
with Blair, but deep inside, he already knew that answer. He would be lucky to escape with his life. The Panteras would consider it a
personal attack on Slick’s part, for lying to them, deceiving them. It wouldn’t matter to them that it was only Blair he felt this attraction for,
lying to another patch holder was grounds for patch pulling; being a faggot among your brothers was grounds for termination.   Permanent
termination.
Slick knew that if he pursued this relationship with Blair, and there was no way he wasn’t, he’d have to decide about leaving the Panteras.
While they were the only home he’d known for over fifteen years, Slick could definitely see himself living with Blair in the loft. That
thought stayed with him most of the night as he drank some beer with his buddies, enjoying the moment and letting all the other thoughts go.
He knew he’d have to face reality soon enough, but for right now, he’d enjoy the moment.
***
Week #7-Thursday
Jim’s world was knocked on its axis when he saw Blair for the first time that day. Blair, his Blair, was walking with another man, and it
wasn’t just any other man, it was that Paul guy, the one Jim had seen Blair kiss a few weeks ago.   They were walking towards Hargrove
Hall when Jim caught sight of them.
His first instinct was anger and then rage. He trailed them, letting his nose follow the scent he’d come to recognize as Blair’s. There was
another scent intermingled with it, the smell of lust.   Jim’s vision narrowed. Blair or Paul. Rational thought beat a hasty retreat.
He took the stairs up to the fourth floor, then paused at the top of the deserted stairwell, trying to calm his breath enough so he could try and
hear what was going on in Blair’s office, but every time he tried to turn his hearing up, a crackle of static broke his concentration.   He had
no idea what was going on in that office, but he was going to sure as hell find out.
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Untucking and unbuttoning his work shirt, Jim slipped it off his shoulders, and clenched it in his left fist, leaving his right fist free just in case
he needed to make a point. In his tank top, he flexed his muscles and pulled open the stairwell door.   Stalking to Blair’s office, Jim didn’t
bother to knock when he came to the closed door.
“Jim!” Blair said, standing behind his desk, his eyes were wide, his heart pounding.
“Blair,” Jim said, ownership evident in the unusual usage of his given name.
Paul looked from Blair to Jim and back again.   “Do you mind? We were in the middle of something.”
Shifting away from the door, Jim answered, “No, I don’t mind at all. Go right ahead.”
Glaring at Jim, Paul put his hands on his hips, straightening to his full height, but Paul had nothing on Jim. Crossing his arms across his chest,
Jim flexed his muscles and stared back, threat clear in the crystal blue of Jim’s eyes.
Successfully intimidated, Paul turned back to Blair.   “We’ll talk about this another time.”
Observing their whole confrontation and not quite sure what to feel, Blair shook his head, saying, “No, Paul. I don’t think—”
Jim interrupted, “What Blair means, is that this conversation is over, and he doesn’t want you sniffing around anymore.”   Jim took a
menacing step closer.   “And neither do I.”
Taking a final look at Blair and not seeing him contradict the Neanderthal, Paul turned and left the office, slamming the door behind him.
“What the *fuck* was that?” Blair asked, his voice deadly calm.
“Just doing my job, Chief. Getting rid of the trash.”
“I didn’t ask you to do that.”
“You want me to get him back here for you?” Jim said, his voice raising. “Cause I can go drag his ass back in here if that’s what you want.”
“What I ‘want’,” Blair elucidated, “is to know why you just acted like a total asshole to a friend of mine.”
“Friend? That ‘friend’ was so hot for you, he could’ve burned a hole in the floor!”
“So? Why does that matter?”
Jim pinched his lips shut, clamming up.
“Huh? Tell me,” Blair said, rounding his desk, getting right into Jim’s face. “Why does it matter if someone else wants me?”
Growling, Jim grabbed Blair by the upper arms.   “Because I fucking don’t want anybody else touching you.”
Jim’s lips crushed Blair’s in a bruising, punishing kiss, a kiss of ownership. And Blair wanted to be owned, taken, possessed. Opening his
mouth wider under Jim’s assault, Blair sucked on Jim’s tongue, showing his willingness and desire.
Moaning, Jim pulled away, holding a dazed Blair in his arms. “Blair...”
“Take me. Take me home.”
Nodding, Jim turned Blair towards the door, leaving behind his backpack and coat, only one thing on their minds. They were consumed with
the need and it was building.
Downstairs in the parking lot, they headed towards Jim’s bike, but in their haste, he’d even forgotten his jacket and the early evening was
too cool to be riding without. Blair dug in his pants pocket, and handed Jim his car keys.
The ‘Vair handled like a dream, but Jim was only vaguely aware of it. Blair’s hand was burning his thigh where it rested. Praying for divine
intervention, Jim drove faster.
Arriving at Blair’s loft, Jim grabbed a hold of Blair’s hand and dragged him across the seat, unwilling to let him out of his grasp even for a
second this close to fulfillment. The elevator, thankfully, was on the ground floor, and they rode up in silence.
Jim unlocked the loft door with shaking hands.   Once inside, he hesitated, but Blair knew what he needed, what they both needed. Gripping
Jim’s hand, Blair led them upstairs.
Standing face to face, Blair pulled his shirt off, tossing it aside. He kicked his shoes off, unbuttoned his pants, and watching Jim’s eyes,
unzipped, letting them slide to the floor. Boxers temptingly tented, Blair paused, waiting for Jim to make a move.
His heartbeat throbbing in his ears, Jim leaned against the brick wall, and pulled off his boots. Straightening, he reached behind his head and
pulled the tank top off with one hand and dropped it. He unbuttoned his jeans, each button sliding soundlessly through the worn hole, and he
Many Faces of Jim - Intro
126
let go of the denim, stepping out of it as it hit the floor; he never wore underwear.
Stepping to Blair, bodies straining to touch, Jim’s fingers skimmed over Blair’s shoulders and down his arms, catching the edge of his boxers,
pulling them down slowly. They hung for a second on Blair’s hard cock, but finally gave, revealing Blair to Jim’s hungry eyes.
Gripping Blair’s hips, Jim guided them to the bed, pushing Blair onto it, and then kneeling on the floor between Blair’s thighs.   Wide eyed,
Blair could only watch with anticipation as Jim leaned down and licked the crown of his cock, tasting the pre-cum.
“Oh...” he moaned.
The flavor was so much stronger than last time, Jim noticed. Addictive. Wrapping his hand around Blair’s cock, Jim stroked, drawing
another moan from Blair’s parted lips.
Sucking in the ruddy head, Jim suckled with abandon, then released the head, running his tongue up and down the hard shaft.   Licking the
underside, he felt Blair’s balls against his chin, and teased their hairy surface with the end of his tongue.
Blair tossed his head back and forth, completely lost in the sensations Jim was sparking in him. He needed more, so much more, but he
couldn’t verbalize his thoughts at this point, so he simply spread his legs in wild abandon, hoping Jim would understand.
Blair’s spread legs were all the encouragement Jim needed. His tongue dipped lower, tasting the smooth skin under Blair’s balls, the place he
touched himself that drove him crazy, and Blair’s reaction was startling similar.
“Please...” Blair moaned.
Sliding up Blair’s body, Jim kissed him again.   Blair tasted himself on Jim’s tongue and it fueled his desire, ratcheting it up higher. Reaching
out to stroke Jim’s dick, Blair’s hand was stopped in mid-stroke.
“No, too close,” Jim groaned.
Understanding, Blair requested, “Love me.”
Whispering against Blair’s throat, Jim answered the only way he could, “Yes.”
Nudging Jim off, Blair sat up, digging in his bedside table drawer for the lube. Handing it back to Jim, Blair rolled over onto his stomach,
raising his hips and spreading his legs in invitation.
Grabbing his cock, Jim squeezed, praying for control.   Slipping between Blair’s spread knees, Jim caressed Blair’s back, sliding his hands up
and down, feeling the burning hot flesh, stoking their desires higher with each pass. He let his fingertips dip into the dark crevice, gently
stroking the wrinkled skin.
Leaning down, Jim kissed the base of Blair’s spine at the top of the crack of his ass, then slowly dragged his tongue down, licking over
Blair’s hole, feeling it contract under his loving. Blair’s moans grew markedly louder, so Jim did it again, with more force, pushing against
the opening. Reaching between Blair’s legs, Jim stroked Blair’s cock, feeling the fluid dribbling out the slit and down the throbbing length.  
Releasing Blair’s cock, Jim reached for the lube.
He knew the basics of anal sex, having performed this act on a woman years ago, so he squeezed out a generous dollop of lube onto his
fingers, and then eased them in, spreading the lube.
Blair was scalding hot around his fingers, clenching and unclenching, as Jim lovingly prepared him. It didn’t take long for Blair, who was
used to penetrating his own body, to relax his anal muscles, moving back on Jim’s questing fingers, trying to nonverbally hint to Jim that he
was ready for more.
It was everything Jim could do not to withdraw his happy fingers and slam his cock inside Blair, but he was searching for something, waiting
for the reaction he knew would happen when—
“Oh jee-zuss,” Blair moaned, and Jim knew he’d found Blair’s prostate.
Easing his fingers out, Jim wiped the excess slickness onto his aching erection, and eased the blunt head of his cock inside, pausing while
Blair flexed around him, and then sliding the rest of the way into Blair.
“Oh my god,” Jim prayed, his eyes rolling back into his head. Nothing had ever felt this good before.
Jim took two long strokes before he realized his orgasm was almost on him. Sliding all the way back inside, Jim reached under Blair, pulling
him back onto Jim’s lap, fully seating Blair on Jim’s cock. Blair threw his head back, resting in on Jim’s shoulder, eyes closed, panting.
Gripping Blair’s cock, Jim stroked it fast and furious, hurtling them to the brink of orgasm and then, blindingly, over. Blair was coming,
spurts streaking across the bed and dribbling down Jim’s hand. Jim’s own cock, buried deep inside of Blair, felt the walls spasming around it,
stroking it internally, and Jim roared in his completion, biting down on Blair’s vulnerable neck as his cock jerked and spilled its precious
juice.
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They stayed in that position, frozen for long minutes while their bodies stayed connected, and Jim gently sucked on the bite mark on Blair’s
neck. Sadly, Jim’s spent cock slipped from Blair’s body and they parted, lying on their sides, watching each other in the aftermath of their
joyous coupling.
“I do love you,” Jim said finally, his heart exploding.
Blair smiled blissfully. “Me, too.”
Leaning forward, Jim kissed Blair softly, lovingly, and they cuddled together, Jim’s head resting on Blair’s stomach, their hands joined. They
dozed.
Sometime later, after dark, they woke, almost simultaneously, but didn’t move from their comfortable position.
“Stay?” Blair asked quietly.
Kissing Blair’s stomach, Jim answered the only way he could, “Yes.”
***
Week #7-Friday
Blair woke slowly and stretched, feeling a certain ache he hadn’t experienced in a while; with most of his male lovers, Blair took the more
dominant role, but with Jim, Blair had felt an overwhelming need to feel Jim inside him. Contemplating that connected, complete feeling,
Blair looked at Jim’s back, noticing for the first time the tattoo.
It was only about four inches in diameter, about the size of his fist, on Jim’s left shoulder blade. ‘Very tasteful,’ Blair judged, having seen
quite a few tattoos in his life. It was a black panther, stalking its prey, encircled with a ring of red flame. The Panteras Del Diablo.
Feeling the scrutiny of Blair’s gaze, Jim rolled over, and pulled Blair against him.
“Good morning,” Blair said, after a morning kiss.
“It will be,” Jim growled, kissing Blair’s neck and then sliding down.
A long time later, starving from missing dinner the night before and their early morning round of sixty-nine that nearly drowned Jim, they
raided Blair’s refrigerator. They scrambled half a dozen eggs and toasted all the bagels Blair had, slathering cream cheese (Blair) and peanut
butter (Jim) all over them.   They drank papaya juice since the milk was spoiled and had to settle for hot tea because Blair was out of coffee.
  Blair learned that Jim liked his tea with just a touch of honey, and a kiss. It was the best breakfast either could remember eating.
They showered separately, knowing they’d never leave the loft if they shared the shower, and they were ready to face the day, Jim wearing
one of Blair’s tee-shirts stretched across his chest enticingly and both wearing shit eating grins.
Blair drove them back to the university to pick up Jim’s bike, but he drove slowly, their hands entwined on the seat between them.  
The lot was fuller than usual for a Friday, so Blair parked further away from Hargrove Hall. Getting out, they walked around the tail end of
the car, the heat of the engine keeping the chill away.
Stroking his thumb over Blair’s neck where he’d bitten him the night before, Jim could still feel the heat under the flannel shirt.   Unable to
resist, they kissed again, Blair’s hands stroking Jim’s back while Jim’s free hand caressed Blair’s cheek, its freshly shaven surface soft under
his hand.
Smiling at each other, Jim grasped Blair’s hand, then turned and started walking towards the building. So intent on each other, it took a
moment for the feeling of someone watching them to sink in. Looking around, Jim immediately spotted the source. Sitting beside his hog
were two others, familiar as his own bike. They belonged to Smokey and Shooter who were standing directly in front of Jim, and had
witnessed his encounter with Blair.
Many Faces of Jim - Intro
128
Jim continued forward, eyes locked on Smokey’s, while Blair followed, unaware. Reaching the curb, Blair stepped up beside him, facing the
stares of the two bikers.  
Finally, Jim turned to Blair. “I’ll call you later.”
“Okay,” Blair whispered, looking back and forth between the three men.
Hurrying into the building, Blair shivered, but from the cold or the stares, he wasn’t sure.
***
Blair’s mind was only half on his classes, and it showed in his teaching. Dismissing his classes early, Blair hurried back to his office in hopes
of finding a message from Jim, but his voice mail was silent. He checked his answering machine at home, but it, too, was silent.
Eventually, restlessness drove Blair from his office.   Back at the loft, Blair tried to work to keep his mind occupied, but changing the sheets
he and Jim had made love on only made his worrying worse. The silence was driving him crazy.
He flipped on the stereo, but it was still set for the oldies channel Jim had chosen, and even looking at the dirty dishes on the counter nearly
brought tears to Blair’s eyes. He had no idea where Jim was, so he couldn’t go driving aimlessly around Seattle, and besides, it would only
make the situation worse.
‘Jim said he would call and Jim doesn’t lie,’ he reminded himself for the hundredth time.
The waiting was going to kill him.
***
Smokey and Shooter waited for Slick to retrieve his jacket, and then they drove out together. Slick wasn’t sure where they were going, but
when they didn’t head towards Seattle, he knew something was up. Smokey was his sponsor in the Panteras, and felt a responsibility for
Slick’s actions because they reflected, not only on Slick, but on Smokey as well.
Thirty miles later, they pulled into a rest stop.   There was a small motel, a diner, two gas stations and a post office. They dismounted the
bikes at the diner and went in. The lady behind the counter greeted them like they were regulars, and when she brought three beers, despite
the early morning hour, Slick figured that Smokey and Shooter had been there before.
Sitting side by side, Smokey looked at Shooter, and with a small nod, Shooter clasped Smokey’s hand. Slick choked on his beer, spewing it
across the table. The waitress rushed back and wiped the table clean, and then skittered away.
“Guess that means you’re surprised, huh?” Smokey said, sipping his beer.
“You could say that,” Slick answered.
“But we ain’t here to talk about us,” Shooter said, eliciting a nod from Smokey, who had obviously promised to keep their most intimate
secrets.
“Shooter’s right. Our situation is different from yours. We’re both Panteras, brothers, and on occasion, more,” Smokey clarified.   “But your
little boy’s not one of us.”
“He’s not a little boy, he’s—”
“Doesn’t matter, Slick. He’s not one of us,” Shooter said.
Glaring at them, Slick asked, “So, what does that mean?”
Many Faces of Jim - Intro
129
“Means you gotta decide.”
“Decide?”
“You can’t have both. Either the Panteras or the boy.”
Taking a long sip of his beer, Slick thought about the possibilities.
“How long?”
Shrugging, Smokey said, “The weekend. Get out by yourself, drive and think. It’s a big decision, Slick.”
Nodding, Slick asked, “And if I choose the kid?”
“Leave the Panteras in good standing. We aren’t gonna say anything about today,” Smokey clarified. “But if you choose the Panteras, you
have to give up the kid.”
“No ifs, ands or buts,” Shooter supplied.
“Okay.”
They finished their beers, dropped a twenty on the table and headed out. Back in Seattle, Slick packed his saddle bags and headed out with a
nod to Smokey.  
He drove south, no destination in mind, just wide open spaces. When it got dark, he stopped and called Blair.
***
When the phone finally rang, Blair answered on the first ring.
“Jim?”
“Yeah.”
“Oh god, are you alright? Where are you? What happened?”
“Slow down, Chief,” Jim said, humorously.   “I’m fine. I don’t know where I am. Bum Fuck, Oregon, I think.”
“Oregon?”
“Yeah.”
“Are you,” Blair’s voice cracked, “are you coming back?”
“Yeah,” Jim said. “Look, Chief, I’ve got some stuff I’ve got to figure out, and when I get back, we’ll talk.”
“Okay,” Blair whispered.
“Keep your chin up, Moonbeam.”
Laughing, Blair felt a tear escape the corner of his eye and roughly wiped it way. “Okay.”
“Bye.”
Blair held the phone against his chest, fighting back tears. It was a long time before he could hang it up.
***
Week #8-Monday
Blair’s mind wasn’t on his classes. He’d spent a sleepless weekend worrying about Jim, and what Jim was thinking about. Naomi had been
out of contact, she and Roland continuing their vacation; he knew she’d call when they found a place to settle into, but he needed her
reassuring voice. He needed Jim’s voice.
He dismissed his two o’clock class, reminding them again about their final paper propositions, and then he retreated to the silence of his
office. Contemplating a pot of coffee, Blair’s thoughts drifted back to Jim. Sighing, he got up, deciding a coke would have to suffice. The
hallway was empty, and he was back to his office in a matter of minutes.
Jim was standing beside his desk.
Moving without thought, Blair threw himself into Jim’s welcoming arms. They stood there for a long time, locked in an emotional embrace,
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unable to let go.   Finally, Jim pulled away.
“Can you leave?”
“Yes.” Blair slipped his jacket on, grabbed his backpack and they left, locking the door behind them.
Once outside, Jim asked, “Follow me?”
Nodding, Blair headed for his car, watching for Jim to lead the way. They drove to the beach, which in the late afternoon, was virtually
deserted.   Walking side by side, they watched the waves roll in, not speaking.
Finally, Jim stopped, and asked, “What do you want from me?”
“Want?”
“Yeah. Are we, I mean, is this a long term thing?”
Studying Jim’s eyes, Blair spoke from his heart.   “I don’t fall in love every day, and I’ve fallen hard for you, Jim. I want that, I want us to
be long term.”
Nodding, Jim agreed, “I want that too, Chief.”
Taking Blair’s hand, Jim brought their interlocked fingers to his lips, kissing Blair’s fingers several times.
“What happens now?” Blair asked softly, still unsure.
Smiling, Jim pulled Blair against him and they fell into the sand. “Now, we sit here and I tell you about my plans.”
Sitting between Jim’s spread legs, Blair leaned back against his chest and listened to the decisions Jim had made.
He told Blair about the ultimatum Smokey had delivered, and when he felt Blair stiffen in his arms, Jim reassured him that he had no
intention of leaving Blair; Jim had decided to leave the Panteras. He knew it would be hard because being part of them was all he’d known
for the last sixteen years, and joining the real world was going to be a culture shock, but knowing that Blair was going to be by his side made
that decision easier.
“It’s not gonna be easy, Chief,” Jim warned. “I don’t know how to live a ‘normal’ life.”
“Normal’s what you make,” Blair simplified.
“Are you sure you want me?” Jim asked, looking hopelessly young and scared, his voice wavering slightly.
“I want you any way I can have you.”
“You want me,” Jim paused, swallowing loudly, “forever?”
“Absolutely,” Blair declared.
As twilight neared, they sealed their commitment with a kiss, breathing in each other.




Blair woke first, rolling closer to Jim’s warmth.   His hard cock, remembering how lovingly it had been sucked the night before, throbbed,
Many Faces of Jim - Intro
131
insistent. Rubbing his length against Jim’s hip, Blair stretched, anticipatory.
Turning his head, Jim watched as Blair stretched, watched the taut muscles in Blair’s arms flex, and his cock grew hard between his legs.
Shifting onto his side, Jim felt Blair move even closer, a hair’s breadth away, their cocks kissing.
“Do we have time for this?” Jim asked against the bite mark on Blair’s neck, remembering the two hours of loving the night before.
“No, but we have time for this,” Blair answered, dipping his head down and sucking on Jim’s neck, his hand already reaching between them
to grip their cocks.
Jim’s hand joined his, and they stroked each other to completion, moaning between kisses. They shouted their joy almost simultaneously,
Blair following Jim in orgasm, hot ejaculate scalding their bellies.
They lay together for a few more minutes, enjoying the afterglow, but the semen drying on Jim’s stomach was too much for his senses, and
they soon headed downstairs to share a shower. It was a very long shower, and Blair ended up running late, but before he left, he handed
Jim a key.
“What’s this?”
“It’s a key to the...” Blair stopped, wondering if he’d been wrong. “Never mind.” He tried to take the key back, but Jim clenched his hand
around Blair’s fingers.
“Tell me,” Jim insisted, not wanting to assume, but letting himself hope.
Sighing, Blair explained, “When I first moved in, I had two sets of keys made. One for my mom, so she could come and visit whenever she
wanted.”
“And...” Jim prompted.
“And a set for someone special,” Blair finished.   “I’ve never given this key to anyone else. I never wanted to, until now.”
Smiling, Jim asked, “You want me to live with you?”
“Yeah,” Blair nodded.
“Good, cause I wanna be here.”
Their lips met in a tender kiss, a giving and receiving, an acceptance of the love they shared and the bond they had created.   Eventually,
they parted, going their separate ways, but knowing that at the end of the day, they would be rejoined.
***
Jim left Blair with a smile, but the ride to Seattle was more than enough to wipe away any trace of happiness. It was indeed a sad day for
Jim, leaving the family he’d vowed his allegiance to so many years ago, knowing that his new life and his old could never merge.
The hangout was quiet in the early morning hours, as, almost reverent, he climbed the stairs to his room for the last time.   He didn’t have
much, mostly clothes, and a few personal items, and it didn’t take long to pack everything into a duffle bag. Looking around once more, Jim
thought about all the growing up he’d done in this place, with these people. Like when he left his father’s house for the Panteras, Jim was
leaving behind a part of himself, a part he would never be again, and moving on into another phase of his life.
Stepping out into the hallway, closing the door softly behind him, Jim saw Smokey standing across the hall.
“The kid, huh?”
Nodding, Jim didn’t trust himself to speak.
“Good choice.”
Smiling, Jim’s eyes burned. Smokey’s approval was the one thing Jim had always desperately wanted.
Sliding his hand into his jacket pocket, Jim pulled out a note card and handed it to Smokey.
“This is where you can find me.” It was the phone number for the loft.
Nodding, Smokey looked at the card, and then pushed it into his jeans pocket.
“Later, dude,” Smokey said, stepping back into his room and closing the door.
Smiling at the closed door, Jim laid his hand on the grainy wood, and then turned and escaped down the stairs.
Still officially a Pantera until he turned his patch into Preacher, Jim mounted his bike for the short drive. Preacher worked at a carpentry
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shop, restoring old furniture and building new.
Preacher was working in the morning sun, sanding a chest of drawers, when Jim pulled up. Setting his tools down and slipping the dust mask
off his face, Preacher watched him approach.
Without a word, Jim held out his Panteras patch.
Looking at Jim’s leather jacket, Preacher could see the darker leather that had lain under the patch for years.  
“You sure?”
“Yeah.”
Nodding, Preacher pocketed the patch. “See you Memorial Day?”
Preacher was referring to the next open party the Panteras were hosting. Friends of the club, which Jim was now considered, were welcome.
“Hell, yeah.” Jim smiled.




For every mountain I have climbed,
Every raging river crossed,
You were the treasure I longed to find,
Without your love, I would be lost.
Letting himself into the loft, Blair dropped his backpack by the door.
“Hey!” Jim called from upstairs.
“Hey yourself,” Blair answered, wandering into the kitchen to see what Jim was surprising him with for dinner tonight.
They took turns most nights, and Jim had taken a real interest in cooking. In fact, he was steadily working his way though the meat entrée
section of a cookbook.   Besides the potatoes peeled and soaking in water, there was a mysterious metal pan covered with foil.
“No peeking,” Jim said, grabbing Blair’s hand and pulling him into a hug.
“Aw, come on,” Blair said, starting to protest, but Jim kissed him, silencing anything else Blair might have said.
Breaking apart, Jim smiled, pointing at the table.   “They came.”
“It’s about time.” Blair picked up the documents from the mortgage company.
Two weeks ago, when Blair was paying bills, Jim had decided that it wasn’t fair for Blair to pay for their home. After talking about it, they
went back to the mortgage company and started the process for refinancing and adding Jim to the mortgage.   It was a major step, but they’d
known within a week of moving in together that this was a permanent relationship, and while they couldn’t marry like traditional couples,
there were other things to do to cement their relationship. Along with the mortgage, they opened joint checking and savings accounts,
applied for (and received) a joint credit card and even had wills drawn up.   They were together for the long haul.
Moving to sit on the couch, Blair read through the documents, making sure everything was in order. He noticed Jim hadn’t signed it yet.
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Looking at Jim, Blair asked, “You sure about this?”
Sitting down beside Blair, Jim held out a black jeweler’s box. “Does this answer your question?”
“Jim...”
“Signing this paper, committing to paying a mortgage for the next 30 years with you is just like committing to marrying you.   It’s a life long
prospect.”   Opening the jewel box, Jim pulled one of the rings out and took Blair’s hand. “Blair Moonbeam Sandburg, do you promise to
love, honor and go into debt with James Joseph Ellison?”
“I will. I am.” Jim slipped the ring on Blair’s finger.




“I do. Always.” Blair slipped the ring onto Jim’s finger.
They kissed to seal their vow.
“And now we sign,” Blair said, grabbing a pen from the coffee table.
“Wait!” Jim said. “I gotta put dinner in or it won’t be ready in time.”
Laughing, Blair watched Jim slip the dish in the oven and turn on the water under the potatoes.
“What are we having, anyway?”
“Surprise.”
Blair signed the paper. “Is this like the surprise last week?”
“Hey, anybody can burn spaghetti sauce.” Jim signed the paper.
“Guess I’m stuck with you.”
“Guess so.”
Grinning like idiots, they kissed again.
“You know,” Blair said, “I should have bought your ring.”
“Well, if it makes you feel better, they’re getting paid for out of our checking account.”
Laughing, they held hands as they talked about their respective day.
Soon after Jim moved in, he had asked his boss if he could start working days, but there hadn’t been any openings at the time, so Jim had
grudgingly worked nights, but Blair stayed with him every night.   Wanting to be on a similar schedule to Blair’s, Jim had started looking for
another job. This week had been his first at the new job; he was working for Simon in his private investigation office. For the time being, Jim
handled all the office work, everything from typing to filing and cleaning the bathrooms, but he was learning as he went, and once summer
session classes started at Rainier, Jim was starting back to college. He wasn’t quite sure what he was going to major in, but he had promised
Blair that he would stay away from Anthropology classes.
Eventually, they moved to the kitchen so Jim could finish dinner. Blair made a salad while Jim heated up sugar snap peas and mashed the
potatoes. He’d been happy with instant potatoes, but Blair had insisted that there was nothing like real, and one hilarious night, Jim had done
a side by side comparison—on Blair’s ass cheeks. Everything tasted better on Blair’s ass.
Finally, sitting at the table, Jim revealed his dinner surprise, meatloaf. He dished up his main entrée and waited eagerly for Blair to try it.
Blowing to cool a forkful of the steaming meat, Blair took a small bite.
“Mmm. Pretty good.”
“Yeah?”
“Yeah,” Blair said, taking another bite.   “Really good.”
“I made it with half ground beef and half ground turkey.”
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Blair smiled around a mouthful of mashed potatoes.
“What?” Jim asked, seeing the smirk.
“Nothing. Well, I’m just surprised you deviated from a recipe.” Blair grinned.
“Oh, bite me, Chief. I can be spontaneous.”
Snickering loudly, Blair took a sip of his iced tea.
“What? Are you saying I can’t be spontaneous?” Jim asked.
“I’m not *saying* that.”
Without another word, Jim leapt from his chair, picking Blair up and carrying him upstairs. Setting Blair down beside their bed, Jim quickly
stripped him and then shoved him down onto the bed.
Panting, incredibly turned on and getting harder with every breath, Blair watched Jim strip off his clothes hastily. In no time, they were lying
entangled on the bed, kissing, hands roaming over bare skin.
Slowly, Jim rolled Blair onto his back, teasing Blair’s nipples with his tongue. Continuing down Blair’s chest, Jim kissed random spots as he
moved progressively towards Blair’s hard cock. Circling Blair’s cock with a loose fist, Jim stroked slowly, barely ghosting his fingers up and
down the throbbing shaft. They had spent the last month learning each other’s reactions to certain stimuli, and Jim knew this act drove Blair
crazy.
His body trembling minutely, Blair couldn’t decide if he wanted the delicious torture to stop. No other lover had ever known his body as
well as Jim knew it; Jim was a virtuoso at prolonging Blair’s arousal until they were both begging to come.
Desire driving his actions, Jim couldn’t stand it any longer. He licked the crown of Blair’s cock, tasting the pre-cum that had gathered. As
always, Jim’s addiction flared.   Unable to wait, he deep throated Blair’s cock, needing as much of Blair as he could get.
Trying not to thrust, Blair clenched his hands into tight fists. Jim grabbed one of Blair’s fists and uncurled it, linking their fingers together as
he continued to love Blair’s cock.
Blair had found out early on that Jim liked to touch him, had to touch him, needed to touch him, and the more Blair touched Jim back, the
stronger Jim’s feelings were. Blair had learned that Jim was rarely touched as a child, his Sentinel senses making it all but impossible for
anyone to hug him, and over the years, he’d come to accept that he was unlovable because no one would touch him.   But Blair touched
him. All the time. And Jim was slowly learning to touch back and seek out Blair’s touch if he needed it. Even when Jim slept, he still
reached out for Blair, waking if he couldn’t find a part of Blair to touch. If Jim enjoyed touching Blair out of bed, then he was practically
ecstatic to touch Blair intimately.
Sucking on the tip of Blair’s cock, Jim slid a finger inside Blair’s tight ass, searching for his prostate and then rubbing against the tiny nub.
The reaction was almost instantaneous.
Blair’s whole body seized up, hanging precariously on the edge, and he trembled and yelled out Jim’s name, coming in great waves that Jim
swallowed greedily. Sliding his imprisoned finger from inside Blair, Jim slowly stroked the last of Blair’s orgasm out of him, small tremors
wracking his body.
Jim kissed his way back up Blair’s relaxed body, sucking for a moment on Blair’s hard nipples before moving up to kiss Blair’s parted lips.
“...so good...” Blair murmured against Jim’s lips.
Nuzzling Blair’s neck, Jim sensuously rubbed his own erection against Blair’s thigh, not asking for immediate release, just thrilling at the
prospect of being loved and stoking his arousal higher. Jim’s body hummed pleasantly at having pleasured his lover so passionately.
Blair’s hands finally started receiving the impulses his brain was sending out, and he wrapped his arms about Jim, caressing the strong
shoulders and muscular arms. Lightly caressing Jim’s ass, Blair felt Jim rub himself against Blair’s hip more firmly. ‘I know what you want,
baby,’ Blair thought to himself.
Urging Jim to roll over, Blair hovered over him, bodies not touching. Jim was breathing fast, his face flushed, lips reddened, eyes dilated.  
He looked beautiful. Kissing Jim’s jaw, Blair licked down to Jim’s ear, where the aquamarine still hung, and sucked it gently, hearing Jim
moan softly.
While nibbling Jim’s neck and shoulder, Blair’s fingers were busy pinching Jim’s nipples. Jim might have a heightened sense of touch, but he
adored nipple stimulation, often resulting in nipples that stayed red for hours after some of their more acrobatic sexual encounters.
Laving his tongue over the tormented nipples, Blair felt his cock stir. He never failed to get excited by loving Jim. They were each other’s
addictions. Tracing Jim’s abdominal muscles, Blair followed his caress with a swipe of his tongue and then blew lightly over the dampened
skin, making Jim shiver in anticipation.
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Jim’s cock was drooling steadily, wetting his belly, and Blair licked greedily, tormenting Jim by avoiding his hard cock. Continuing to lick
Jim’s hairless pubis, Blair sucked gently.
Over the weekend, Jim had agreed to let Blair shave off his pubic hair. Jim had been skeptical but, unable to resist Blair, he’d agreed. In the
end, after an incredible blow job, Jim had screamed loud enough to wake the dead and passed out.   Blair had been particularly pleased with
himself.
Stroking Jim’s cock, Blair followed the thick vein with his tongue, circling the tight balls. Blair stopped his actions until Jim looked at him,
and then slowly Blair drew one smooth testicle into his mouth, sucking gently before releasing and repeating that gesture on the other. Jim
trembled.
Sitting back on his heels between Jim’s spread legs, Blair whispered, “Roll over.”
Turning gracefully, Jim knelt in front of Blair, presenting his luscious ass for Blair’s pleasure. Jim’s skin tingled as he felt the visual caress;
he held steady for the first touch of Blair’s hands on his ass, and shivered when it finally came.
Blair caressed the firm globes, trailing his fingers up and down the dark crevice. Spreading Jim’s ass cheeks, Blair bent down and licked
lightly over the pink pucker, which spasmed under his tongue. Licking again, Blair pressed more firmly, dragging his tongue across the
wrinkled skin and then pressing the tip against the hole.
“Oh, god...”
Knowing how much Jim loved this specific act, Blair never hurried, preferring to draw out the foreplay until Jim was dangling on the razor’s
edge. Blair circled the spasming pucker with his tongue, slowly narrowing in and then stabbing at the throbbing hole, tongue fucking Jim
wildly, holding on to Jim’s thrusting hips. Slowing his tongue, Blair softly licked the reddened area, and then pressed his tongue inside as
deeply as he could.
“Please...please...” Jim begged, and Blair couldn’t hold off any longer.
“The lube,” he requested of Jim.
Jim shivered at the idea of getting the lube so Blair could take him. Reaching across to the basket on the bedside table, Jim snatched the tube
and shoved it in Blair’s general vicinity.
Smiling, Blair squirted some lube onto his fingers and eased them inside Jim’s tight, hot ass. Jim bucked back against the invading fingers,
encouraging their exploration, begging to be filled.
Soon after moving in, Jim had shyly expressed his interest in having Blair make love to him, and Blair had been eager to show Jim what
being taken could feel like; Jim had come the instant Blair fully sheathed himself inside Jim. His reaction had calmed down some, but the
intensity of that first coupling had stayed with them.
Blair wiped the extra lube down the length of his hard cock and then moved in close behind Jim, teasing Jim’s opening with the mushroom
head of his cock. Feeling Jim shift, Blair knew Jim had gripped his cock in an iron tight fist to try and hold off his orgasm, and then Blair
eased inside the loosened ring, pushing until his pubis pressed against Jim’s ass.
Jim shuddered under him once, and then again, longer, and Blair felt the walls of Jim’s ass squeeze him tightly, caressing his cock, as Jim
came hard, shooting passionately all over their comforter.
Blair held on, gripping Jim’s hips roughly, trying not to come himself, riding out the after quakes that wracked Jim’s body.   Waiting until he
felt Jim relax under him, Blair took his first stroke. Easing in and out, Blair built a steady rhythm, angling for Jim’s prostate, drawing a moan
at every caress.
Nearing his own completion, Blair pulled all the way out, holding his throbbing cock as Jim turned over and pulled his legs up to his chest.
Blair slid back inside Jim’s welcoming heat, and watched the emotions well up in Jim’s eyes. Their emotional connection was just as strong
as their physical one, and they needed this ritual to sustain them.
Wrapping his legs around Blair’s waist, Jim pulled Blair deeper inside. Blair moved gently inside Jim, trying to prolong their union, but it was
just too much.   Eyes locked on Jim’s, Blair thrust hard once and then came, spurting his hot essence deep inside the man he loved, his soul
mate, his Sentinel. Feeling Blair’s release, Jim’s cock jerked in reaction and he came again, a small burst of semen on his belly.
Collapsing onto Jim’s chest, Blair sighed and tried to hug Jim back when he felt Jim’s arms surround him. They lay together for a long time,
their heavy breathing the only sound in the loft. Blair’s dick eventually softened and slipped out of Jim’s pleasured body, and then Jim
shifted them onto their sides, kissing Blair’s forehead.
Jim’s stomach growled and Blair smiled against Jim’s chest.
“Hungry?”
Clearing his throat, Jim answered, “Well, I did miss dinner.”
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“Yes, you did.”
They got up, sticky, sated and naked, and went downstairs. Blair made sandwiches with the cold meatloaf while Jim heated up the mashed
potatoes, and they ate standing at the kitchen counter. After cleaning up their mess, they stood in front of the balcony doors, Blair leaning
against Jim's solid presence, and watched the world go by, at peace and in love.
The end.
Let the world stop turning, let the sun stop burning,
Let them tell me love’s not worth going through,
If it all falls apart, I will know deep in my heart,
The only dream that mattered had come true,
In this life, I was loved by you.
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